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Another bolt of lightning seared across the inky black sky. Moments later, and thunder rumbled in its wake. 
The rain lashed the bone dry earth, quenching a decade long drought. 


The house on the hill stood in darkness but not form lack of lights. For the third right running, the storm had 
knocked out the power. Dave was left with a table of candles, a wind up radio, and his thoughts. Always with 
his thoughts. His wife and three children were with friends across the city. They'd ride out the storm in 
relative safety. Up in the hills was a different matter, especially after so much rain. Dave didn't know how 
secure the hills were despite his fifty year old house having ridden out so many decades of sun and rain. But 
when was the last time the city had seen so much bad weather? By the light of the candles, Dave made a 


note to call a surveyor come morning. 


Picking up the radio, Dave settled in the large, comfortable chair beside the window. Like the house, it was old, 
its leather supple and worn with age. He cranked the handle of the radio several times before setting it on the 
window ledge. The local talk radio station broke the silence, the female presenter's voice a welcome relief from 


the sound of the rain. 


"This is KWLA and the weather has taken another turn for the worse. Power is out in several parts of the 


city including Burbank, Hollywood Hills, Studio City, and Santa Monica Residents are being advised to stay inside 


and not to make any unnecessary journeys. 


In other news, a body has been found in the Northridge area. No other details are available but police are 
treating the death as suspicious. This is Briana Harker for KWLA, Los Angeles‘ premier talk radio station" 


Dave picked up his laptop and opened the lid. Thankfully it had enough power left in it for him to access the 
journal program. Putting in his password, he began to write, detailing his thoughts and feelings. They were 
awash with contradictions, sometimes soaring for the stars. At other times, they came crashing down, 
crumpling into the unforgiving earth. His life was one of rollercoasters. One where he rode the highs and lows, 


always searching for that elusive hook that would make people call out to him. 


He didn't consider himself to have an ego but, like every creative person, it was there. Sitting beneath the 
surface and waiting for someone, anyone, to run their fingers across it. He wanted to purr. Wanted to sing and 
dance and create for those who stoked the fire inside of him. But recently it hadn't been like that. Their latest 
album had sold well but it felt like people hadn't understood it. It hadn't even been a concept album, more a 
collection of ideas collected from a hundred different places. But the critics, and the public, it seemed, wanted 
there to be more. They'd been lead to expect more and Dave accepted resporsibility for that. Over and again, 
he'd analysed everything they'd done. He'd gone over the songs, the arrangements, the lyrics, the marketing, 
the interviews and picked them all apart. Through them, he could see the glaring holes that had been left 
behind. The ones that people had looked in to and filled with their own ideas of what was coming. And that was 
normal. People needed that. And yet, they didn't. They liked knowing exactly what they were getting. It was why 
they went to concerts and movies and why reading appeared to be on a decline. People didn't like using their 
own imagination anymore. They wanted it spelling out in black and white like the ingredients on a packet on a 


packet of cereal. 


On top of that, he felt as though himself and Jordyn were drifting apart. It was something he needed to deal. 
Something he needed to claw back. He enjoyed the stability of family life and, somewhere along the way, he'd 
let the band get in the way. They'd turned into a monster, a money-making machine that everyone wanted a 
piece of. And Dave held himself responsible. He'd let himself be dragged around the world and whored out for 
everything and anything. It was a drug and he was addicted to it. But, if he didn't take a closer look then his 

house of cards would tumble, taking the life he loved with it. 


Lighting crashed over the city. From his vantage point, Dave could see the storm laying waste to the valley. He 
shivered and pulled his feet up into the chair. Closing the laptop, he placed it to one side and rested his head 
against the chair. He watched as the rain lashed the house, running down the windows in rivers. Thunder and 


lightening rolled around the hills that bordered the city. 


Finally, as the clock struck 3am, Dave pulled himself out of the chair. He blew out the candles and made for 
the stairs. Outside, the storm still raged. 


"Dave? Dave?!" 


Jordyn's voice pulled him from his slumber. Glancing at the clock, Dave groaned. It was just after nine and the 


sun was streaming through the window. He pushed the bunched up sheets from around himself and climbed 


out of bed. 


As he walked down the stairs, he could hear the girls playing. Their young voices called to one another as they 
laughed and ran around He found his wife in the kitchen, She held a mug of coffee as she surveyed the 
damage through the window. 


Dave joined her and groaned at the sight. The garden furniture had been blown over. Branches hung 
precariously from trees and the pool looked half empty. 


"What the hell is going on?" she asked. "Three rights. Three nights we've had this godawful weather. Nowhere 
else is getting this. Just LA" She turned and looked at him, her eyes dark through lack of sleep. "There's 
something not right here." She drained the last of her coffee and place the mug beside the sink. "I'm going to 
bed as | didn't get there last night. The girls were up for most of it." She patted his shoulder as made for the 
bedroom. "Don't forget. You've got that première tonight. You'll have to make excuses for me because l'm not 


going out there again. Tell them we're divorcing or something." 


He spent the day with the girls, making them lunch before going and starting the clean up outside. Looking down 
to the houses below him, Dave could see that the same chaos had been ravaged there. Leaves were scattered 


across pools and plants had been torn from the ground. Some of his neighbours were also out and making the 


best of a bad situation 


The girls helped him sweep leaves and right the furniture. Staring into the now murky depths of the pool, Dave 
debated exactly what was causing the strange weather. For nowhere else was getting it. Not San Francisco to 
the north, nor San Diego to the south. Only Los Angeles seemed to be taking the brunt of the storms. Perhaps 
it was something to do with the ever present smog and the mountains. 


Once Jordyn had woken, Dave started to get ready. They'd been invited to a première in Hollywood. Some action 
film that he'd be itching to see in six months time once everyone else was over the excitement. He turned on 
the radio as he exited the shower. 


"You're listening to KWLA," the male presenter said. "Coming to you straight from the City of Angels. It's been 
another day of cleaning up following the third storm in as many nights. Weather forecasters are saying to 
batten down the hatches because it looks like a forth one is on its way. The nightly storms don't seem to have 
affected other areas, instead focusing themselves on just the Los Angeles area. Scientists currently have no 


explanation for this. Stayed tuned as we keep you up to date with our weather watch. This is KWLA” 


David dressed in his best black suit. He brushed out his hair and splashed on some cologne. Giving each of his 
ladies a kiss, he got into the car and left. What time he'd be home was anyone's guess, especially with another 
storm rolling in. Dave glanced at the sky as he drove down the winding roads and to the freeway. Already he 


could see dark clouds rolling in, heavily pregnant with yet more rain. LA, it seemed, had become a freak of 


nature in more ways than one. 
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Clouds as black as the asphalt on Hollywood Boulevard hung in the sky. Thunder rumbled in the distance and 
the air held the sticky promise of more rain. Glass canopies had been brought in to protect those who would 
be walking the red carpet. They ran for several hundred yards with the pristine red carpet lying beneath 
them. Floodlights have been erected to capture every face, figure, and outfit. Grandstands had been 


constructed for those lucky enough to be allowed to capture the event. 


The world premiére of the latest Hollywood blockbuster was still hours away yet the chosen had already 
started to gather. Like children, they squabbled over the best spots, claiming them with X's of tape and 
fisticuffs. They wanted to be at the front to capture the world's new gods and goddesses. The rich, the 


famous, and the lucky. 


Shops stood opposite the world's most famous movie theatre. All were now closed as the movie's launch hour 
approached. Nothing was being left to chance and the world's celebrities didn't want gawkers of the peasant 


variety. The only eyes they wanted on them were the monocle glass ones of the media. 


A figure sat in the darkened window above a clothing store. His back was pressed to against one side of the 
frame while his feet were pressed to the other. His long, slender legs bowed at the knee. He was dressed in 
form fitting black clothing. An expensive camera lay in his lap, his long fingers wrapped around it. Long, blonde 
hair was chopped in a ragged curtain around his face and, at first glance, his skin was so tight and so pale that 
it appeared translucent. Yet, with the darkness of the room and the bright lights below, no one would notice. He 


was just another of the city's nameless, faceless beings. 
Which was just how he what he wanted to be. For now, at least. 


The heavens opened and the rain began to fall. At first it was a drizzle, a few raindrops falling here and there, 
smearing across the darkened window that the man hid behind. Gradually it grew heavier. Thunder rolled in the 
distance and the man smiled to himself. 


Slowly cars began to arrive at the theatre. The minor celebrities, those not yet blessed with the power to 
carry off a newspaper headline, exited the vehicles. One by one, they walked the red carpet, obediently stopping 
before the photographers. Even through the thick glass, the pale creature could hear the media's voices. They 
were quiet now, uninterested by the nobodies. The cameramen and women would be saving their precious 


shouting voices for when those with a little more fame showed up. 


The man was a newcomer to the city. Only a few days had lapsed since his arrival yet already he knew what 
he wanted. A name has resonated to him across the oceans, calling him to the fabled City of Angels. So he'd 
followed, eager to leave the city he had lived in for so many years. Berlin had been kind to him. 


He watched as one car after another stopped at the end of the carpet. The door was opened and another well 


groomed person stepped out of it. Pressed close to the window, the man watched. His lips twitched into a smile 


as his gaze followed the black suited man. Raising the camera, he took several photographs before his mark 


stepped before the glassy eyed media 


His job was done and he exited the building as silently as he had entered. Doors appeared to magically unlock 
and security guards looked away. He slid into the back seat of a waiting town car. He ordered the driver to 
take him to North Hills. Sitting back, the pale creature watched as the storm once more played havoc with LA. 


The boy was young, probably only just out of his teens. He was skinny with a shock of bleach blonde hair. Too 
tight jeans hugged his long legs and a sliver of stomach was exposed for whoever wanted to take a peek. For 


the offer of a hundred dollars and a bed for the night, the boy had willingly climbed into the back of the car. 


He'd said his name was Jack, or something to that effect. The pale man hadn't taken much notice, his attention 


instead on the road outside. Los Angeles at night excited him. He could feel its energy boiling over like a wave. 


It was a city that truly did not sleep. 


Slowly, the car began the tight, curving route up to the man's house. The driver was another anonymous 
figure hidden behind a pane of blackened privacy glass. The creature in the back knew little of those who 
assisted him. Nor did he want to know for he did not know how long he wished to remain in the city. One day 


acquaintances might be made. 


The house was well hidden from its neighbours. Tall trees cast long shadows over the 1920's house and the 
road was too steep for many to even bother trying to make the trek. Steep hills lay on either side of the 
property and a curved driveway kept away anyone who wished to pry. Nestled above the house was the 
memorial park and, a little further along the hilly outcrop, was the famous sign that had once read 
Hollywoodland. Below, the city was laid out in its grid formation. At night its lights twinkled through the ever 


present haze. For him, it was perfect. 


He lead the boy from the car and to a room at the back of the house. The young man's scent was intoxicating, 
a heady mix of sweat, cologne, and fear. The following moments would be short. But they would be sweet and 


memorable. By morning, a small mercy would have been levied on the street walker. 
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Dave loathed sitting through things he wasn't interested in. Movies, concerts, award ceremonies; if it hadn't 


caught his interest within five minutes he'd rapidly become bored. 


He was seated somewhere near the front of the theatre in prominent view of any wandering cameras. Dave's 
face was the perfect way to sell a product and, for a price, he'd play along. For the moment, he pretended to 
be engrossed in what was happening on the screen In reality, he wished he were elsewhere. There were many 
other things he could be doing with his evening, including checking on his studio. 


The band's studio was housed in old industrial units on a quiet suburb. Everyone knew it was there and many a 
fan had made the pilgrimage to see the fabled white buildings. Yet the neighbours never bothered them, and 
the band never bothered the neighbours. It was the perfect place to hide away and do what they did best, 


make music. 


However, the white washed buildings sat on a flood plain. In recent years other homes and businesses in the 
area had been flooded leaving Dave worried that the current crop of storms may be damaging the structure. 


Taking his phone form his pocket, he sent Jordyn a message. 
Did you pass by the studio? 
A few moments later and the device vibrated in his hand. Yes All looks fine. Dont worry. 


Thanks. 


The movie was one hundred and fifty mind numbing minutes and just like every other action film that had 
been pouring out of Hollywood since the invention of cinema. If anyone asked Dave what it was about he'd 
never be able to tell them. Eventually, he was released from the boredom and, with a few more photos and 


handshakes he left through a back exit. 


Behind the theatre was a small alleyway. In turn, it opened out on to the mall next door. Everything glistened 
with the thin sheer of water and, while the rains had stopped, the threat of more hung heavy in the air. Even 
over the noise of the city, Dave could still hear thunder rumbling in the distance. 


The walkway lead to the courtyard of the Hollywood and Highland Center. Even with the late hour, people were 
milling around, drinking and eating in the establishments that were still open. Keeping his head down, Dave 
moved among them. He didn't want to be recognised. Didn't want to be stopped. All he wanted to do was get 


home. 


A piece of litter fluttered across his path. It twisted and turned before coming to rest against a wooden table. 
At the heart of the courtyard a fountain danced amid a circle of Hollywood-thin palm trees. Brightly coloured 
lights illuminated the rise and fall of the water. 


Dave skirted around it, his hands stuffed deep into the pockets of his suit. He fingered the ticket he'd been 
given to collect the car and driver that had brought him to the theater. In turn, they would take him to 
where his own car was parked. For once, the after party didn't call to him. He didn't feel the need to go out 
and get blind drunk. Instead, he wanted to go home and curl up with his wife and kids. 


Passing beneath the courtyard's massive archway, Dave turned and made his way to the parking lot. A valet 
checked his ticket before going to summon the driver. In his pocket, Dave's phone vibrated. Pulling it out, he 
found another wave of emails waiting for him. The first one was from his manager. That was nothing unusual 


in itself. It was the subject line that made Dave's hackles rise. 

Subject: For the attention of David Grohl 

No one, not even his own mother, called him by his full name. Opening the email, Dave raised an eyebrow. 
Dear Mr. Grohl, 


You won't know me as Im a relative newcomer to the city. My name is Oliver Hawkins and | require your 


assistance. 


The rest of the email went on to state how the sender needed Dave to come and help install a home studio. As 
well as that, they wanted to know if Dave would be able to assist them in the recording of an album. And they 


were offering big money for his time. 
Yet he was at a point in his career where he could pick and choose his projects. Dave didn't need to go and fix 


someone's house up with a home studio. That's what the White Pages were for. The guy could find someone in 


there. 


Except.. 


Except there was something about the way the email was written that made Dave stall. He was reading it for 


the second time as his car pulled up at the curb. 


"This is KWLA with the latest news bulletin. A body was recovered from beside the Metro tracks in Van Nuys 
in the early hours of this morning. Police sources are saying that it may be linked to a body that was 
discovered in nearby Northridge earlier in the week. No other details are currently available." 


The kitcher's small radio chattered away in what was otherwise a quiet house. Jordyn and the girls were out, 


no doubt enjoying the sun, the thick grey clouds of the previous night having rolled away to nothing. 


Boyd, a local surveyor, had been and declared the house safe. Other than a couple of roof tiles that needed 


replacing, there really was nothing wrong with the building and Dave hoped it would stay that way. 


The radio continued to babble, "Following last night's storm, forecasters are predicting that today and 
tomorrow will be clear and sunny. They say there are currently no signs of the rains that have lashed the 


city for the previous three nights." 


Dave's laptop sat in front of him. The strange email from the previous night was open on it. Such requests 
were normally filtered out, caught by the spam filters or weeded out by management long before they 
reached Dave. But something had caused this one to be passed on to him. Had someone spoken to his 
management beforehand? Dave mulled it over for several more seconds before he hit reply. 


Despite the bright California sunlight, the house on Camp Road lay in darkness. Heavy drapes covered the 
arched windows and the boundary trees threw long shadows across the building. There was no car parked in 
the driveway, the driver long gone. Flagstone floors spread throughout the house, marking the hallways to 
living areas, bedrooms, bathrooms, and an expansive kitchen Furniture was neatly laid out in all the rooms yet 


packing crates still dotted the floor. Somewhere in the house, a cell phone started to ring. 


The master bedroom was, in itself, a work of art. A red handwoven rug from Persia hid part of the cool stone 
floor. Brushed metal light fittings hung from the ceiling and, at the heart of the room, sat a large, dark 
wooden bed. Its thick, Bordeaux bedding was freshly made. 


Yet, despite the hour of the day, the room held the feeling that it was occupied. 
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Subject: RE: For the attention of David Grohl 


Okay, Dave. Ive called him and fold him you'll be there sometime around lpm. He only deals with people at night 
Kind of a night owl, | assume.. 


Dave read, and then re-read, the email. More sat in his inbox, waiting for his attention. Invitations to dinners 
and award shows and charity events. No longer did he feel like a musician. Instead he felt like the go to guy 
people called for when they wanted to boost their event's profile. Maybe this studio installation was what he 
needed. It would be a break away from the normal and a chance to escape the normal pressures of his life. 
There would be no red carpets and no smiling for cameras. Maybe it would be the opportunity he needed to 


reconnect with his family. 


Dave flicked through the other messages before turning off his computer. He needed to get out. Needed to get 


away from it all, Needed to remember what his life was all about. 


Dragging himself upstairs, he realised that a wave of depression was settling over him. He'd loved this life once. 
Loved the attention and adoration that was thrown his way. Loved hearing fans scream his name. Loved seeing 
the pride on his family's face as he played to a sold out stadium. But it was gone and rock n' roll's god felt like 
a shadow of his former self. The media had bestowed titles on him that he'd never wanted. They'd called for 
him to receive the highest awards from every country he'd visited. But Dave didn't want it. All he'd ever 
wanted to do was play music and slowly that was being taken from him, replaced instead with thousands of 


cameras demanding his attention. 


He changed into shorts and a tshirt and, taking his mountain bike from the garage, Dave hit the road. The need 
to let off steam was overwhelming and he needed to let it go. Needed to blow the rattling gasket in his head. 


The trails up around his house were beautiful. They wound around a reservoir, giving views over the city 

below. It was a peaceful oasis among a city of false glamour. There was a sheen to Los Angeles, one that Dave 
had never really liked. All it took was a fingernail to scratch at the layer of plastic surgery, clothes, and gyms 
to discover the dark side. It was a place of drugs, depressions and, ultimately, death. Dave had wanted to leave 
on numerous occasions but had been talked in to staying. It was where the heart of the music industry was. It 


was where the people he needed to see were. Nothing happened unless it was happening in LA. 


Then he'd gotten married and had kids and it had seemed cruel to yank them away from the city and state 
they knew. So, for the sake of his family, he'd stayed. Besides, there were plus sides to LA. The nearly year 
round sun. The sea. The beaches. The food. It all added up to help take away a little of the grime that Dave 


saw lurking beneath the city's surface. 


Biking up to a look out point, Dave took in the beautiful day. The black clouds were nowhere to be seen. Instead 


it was blue skies and sun for as far as the eye could see. Somewhere, in the distance and beyond the 


mountains, was the coastline. The gentle lapping of the water against the reservoir's shoreline made Dave 
almost believe that he was on the beach. This was why he'd moved back to LA. This was why he'd refused to 
stay away. 


The house was still empty when Dave returned. He sent Jordyn a quick message asking if she and the girls 


were okay. 
We're fine, was the reply. Enjoying the sun Weil see you later. 


Turning on the shower, Dave stripped off his sweaty clothes and stepped in. The water was a relief after the 
dusty heat outside. Not that he was complaining. The sun and the warmth were a welcome relief after the 
storms of the previous days. He'd seen the devastation while out riding. Broken branches and fallen trees. 
Paths that were now little more than rocks and dirt. Dave dared not think what other parts of the city looked 
like. 


He turned on the radio when he went into the bedroom, listening as he got dressed. The presenters were 
talking about the storms and fielding opinions from the public. 


"Doctor Warren, a noted local meteorologist is here with us today," the female presenter said. "Doctor Warren, 


what do you think is causing these storms and do you think we'll be seeing them again?" 

"We have no idea what's been causing them," the meteorologist said. "For the past few days, we've been 
studying the radar readouts and trying to find a source. Yet it's as though these storms have appeared from 
nowhere. They've disappeared as quickly as they've started. And to us having seen the last of them. At the 
moment, we can't say. 

Other than the weather, there's been other strange occurrences that have been reported during that period," 
Doctor Warren continued. "Several people in Hidden Hills have claimed to have seen a blue flame burning on an 
undeveloped plot of land" 

"Did this cause any damage?" the male presenter asked. 


"No. No damage has been reported and there appears to be no source, nor fuel, for this flame." 


"Dave?" he heard Jordyn's voice downstairs. "Dave?" 


Night was beginning to fall and still there was no sign of the storms. It was as though the beast that had 
brought them had been sated, at least for the moment. 


The girls were getting ready for bed and Jordyn and himself sat at a table. She sipped from a mug of coffee 


while Dave nursed a beer. 
"Gotta go out soon," he said. 
"Where to?" 

Fitting a studio for some guy." 


Silence fell between them, one not looking at the other. Finally, Jordyn spoke, "What's going on? What's happened 


between us?" 

"Just a funk, | suppose," Dave sighed He gave her a crooked smile. "It'll pass.” 

She raised an eyebrow, the mug halfway to her mouth. "You sure?" 

"Yeah, I'm sure. It'll pass. And it's not like we haven't been here before." 

"But we seem..." 

" disconnected?" Dave finished. 

"Yeah. Like something went wrong and we never noticed” 

Dave took a drink of beer, the amber liquid cool and soothing. "I think I'm just tired of this life. Tired of being 
the media darling. | only wanted to play fuckin’ rock n' roll and now | feel like | have to smile for every photo 
opportunity. What's going to be next? Selling toothpaste?" 

Jordyn grinned. "With your smile? Damn right. Don't knock it; that toothpaste money's going to be our pension" 
That made Dave smile and he leaned in to kiss her. Things felt like they were changing, as though the quick 


conversation had opened a door that he could walk through. While Dave hated the current phase of his life, he 
most certainly loved his family. Dave loathed the thought of losing them. 


The road leading to the house was tight and winding with only the city lights below to guide him. Just as the 
emails had said, the house was the only one on the road. It was old and foreboding with just a single light at 


the end of the driveway to signal that anyone was even home. Pulling up to the house, Dave sat for a moment. 


Other than the light at the entrance, the house was in darkness. There were no other cars, nor any other 


signs of life. Dave felt his stomach clench and he debated turning around. 


The heavy front door slowly opened and Dave felt his breath hitch. A soft light filled the doorway, only broken 
when a figure stepped in to it. Dave had no other choice and, getting out of the car, he approached the house. 


Shadows hid the person in the doorway but they stepped to one side as Dave walked up to them. They were, 
he assumed, the mysterious Oliver, the man behind the emails. 


"Please come in," the man said. "And feel free to stay as long as you wish." 


Dave looked at the man's face. Through the shadows he could pick out few features other the man's strong 
nose and long hair. Glancing down at the door's threshold, Dave took a deep breath and walked in. 
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Stepping to one side, Oliver allowed Dave to enter. He watched as the dark haired man looked him up and down. 
With a smirk, Oliver began to walk back through the house. Behind him, he heard the door close and footsteps 


follow in his wake. 


Lamps jutted from the walls, throwing pools of light onto the black stone floor. The light had been hidden by 


the drapes, giving the impression that no one was at home. 
"Your accent sounds European," Dave said. 


Oliver didn't look at the man as he replied, "It's a mix. | am originally from Russia and have come via Berlin, 
Paris, and London" 


"Not been to Russia in a long time. How was London? | love that city." 


He turned and smiled at Dave. "Grey and wet. Which is why l'm here. And excuse my manners. I'm Oliver Taylor 


Hawkins. | contacted you to come." 
He extended a hand and watched as Dave shook it. 
"Do you mind if | call you Taylor?" Dave asked. "Oliver seems too formal and | don't do formal." 


Inclining his head, he gave Dave a small smile. "Whatever makes you feel comfortable. Let me show you what 


we have in mind, Mr Grohl." 


"Dave, please. | insist. | can't abide this European posturing. Hell, | didn't even dress up for the British Royal 
Family." 


"| know." Oliver - now Taylor - said with a smirk. "I saw. Very brave of you." He turned and continued to walk. 


"The Royal Family aren't too fond of you Americans and | doubt you've warmed them any." 


He could feel the hairs on Dave's neck prickling. Could hear his blood roaring through body and his heart 
pounding. In his mind's eye, he could see Dave's hands curling in to fists as he debated whether to stay or go. 
The dark haired man wasn't happy at the slight against his people but Taylor cared little for how others felt. 
He had not come this far in life to be liked. 


Like all of them, Dave appeared to choose to stay. 
Indeed, Taylor had come from Russia. It was a country he no longer felt safe in His family were long dead and 


he had been chased from Moscow. He had settled in Berlin for a while before growing restless. His life was one 


of constant motion and hiding from those who wished him dead. 


He opened a door and switched on the lights. Like the rest of the house, the room was softly lit, the light 
deliberately low so as not to affect his eyes. A sweeping bay window stood at one end of the room while boxes 
were piled beneath dust sheets. Leaning against the door frame, Taylor crossed his arms over his chest. 

"This is the room I've put aside for the studio." 

His eyes followed Dave as the dark haired man took in the room. 

"Where do you plan to put the control room?" Dave asked. 


"There's a room adjacent to this. The door's in the corner." 


The dark haired man tapped a foot against the stone floor. "This is gonna have to go. We'll have to put carpet 


down" 

The corners of Taylor's mouth twitched upward. "Whatever you wish. Money is of no issue." 

He watched Dave wander the room. The other man took out a cell phone and snapped several photos before 
standing beneath a brass lamp fitting and looking at Taylor. Taylor smirked as he looked Dave over. His dark 
hair framed his face and, unlike the photographs Taylor had seen, his dark eyes darted everywhere as though 
refusing to look at the man beside the door. He was enjoying Dave's discomfort. Probably a little too much. 
"So, when do you want to start?" Dave asked 

"Whenever you want. | am yours to use as you please.” 

Dave raised an eyebrow at that before looking at the phone in his hands. Modern technology fascinated Taylor 
and it was a subject he enjoyed exploring. His own phone was a top secret project, created by a company 
whose mission statement including keeping their customers lives private. 

Dave finally asked, "What kind of gear do you want?" 

"Modern," Taylor replied. "I want a Pro-" 

"Let me stop you right there." Dave looked up from his phone. "I don't know how much you know about me. But 
you obviously know enough to get in touch. lm the tape guy. | rarely do computers. So if you want modern 
gear you're going to have to call someone else. What kind of stuff do you want to record?" 


Taylor looked at him for a moment. Every time Taylor so much as glanced in his direction, Dave looked away. 


| want to record the sounds of my people," Taylor said. "| want to capture their songs before they die out 


forever." 


"That's been done a million times before," Dave scoffed. 


Stepping away from the door, Taylor slowly approached the other man. Almost on instinct, Dave flinched. Taylor 
smirked as he moved to stand beside Dave. 


‘lm going to put a twist on it," Taylor continued. 

"Like?" 

He flicked his tongue over his lips. "Rock n' roll and heavy metal." 

Something glimmered through Dave's eyes and Taylor's smirk widened. 

"So..2" Taylor's voice trailed off. 

"Am | in?" 

He nodded. 

"Yeah" Dave's voice was quiet and almost unsure. "Yeah, I'm in" 

"Good" 

With that, Taylor turned and walked from the room. He could feel Dave behind him, the other man's eyes 
burning into his back What had drawn him to Dave? It certainly hadn't been the celebrity lifestyle. Taylor 


preferred to keep himself to himself. There was something about Dave and his spirit that had caused the 


blonde man to seek him out. 


Walking in to the kitchen, Taylor started the coffee machine. Although he wouldn't drink it himself, he knew of 
Dave's fondness for the black drink He leaned against the granite island, his eyes wandering over the knives 


that hung from the wall. Taylor would never use them. He had no need to. 


Finally, he heard footsteps echoing along the hallway with sneakers that had seen better days scuffing along 
the stone. 


He didn't glance at Dave as he asked, "Coffee?" 
"I'd love one," the other man said softly. 
Fetching a mug, Taylor filled it and set it before Dave. The other man flinched when Taylor looked at him. 


"Cream? Sugar?" 


"Black's fine. Thank you," Dave mumbled. 


Taylor smiled and walked around to the other side of the island. Pulling out a stool, he sat and watched the 


other man. Dave never caught his gaze as he drank his coffee. 
"Nice place you've got here." 
His smile changed to a smirk. "Thank you." 


The long kitchen was silent. There were no sounds from outside and even the air felt still. Reflections of the 


downlighters twinkled from the pans that hung above the island. 


"Well, | better get going." Dave placed his mug on the polished work surface. "Thanks for showing me around. |'ll 


give you a call" 

Pulling himself onto the island, Taylor looked at Dave. He wasn't surprised by the other man's words. Taylor 
had been expecting them from the start. It had been unlikely that Dave would stay in the old house for long. 
People never did. Not unless they were coming for a very specific purpose. 

"So soon?” Taylor asked. "But we have so much to talk about" 

"IHI wait." 

There was a heavy, apprehensive feel to the room, as though steel bands were tightening around the walls. 
Taylor slipped from the island and walked to the fridge. He collected a dark bottle as well as one of beer. 
Fetching a wine glass, he placed them both before Dave. 

"Why don't you have a drink with me?" 

Something flickered through Dave's mind and Taylor could feel the other man's resolve crumbling. 

"If | drink, | won't be able to drive," Dave said. 

"You're more than welcome to leave your car here and collect it at your leisure." 

Dave's eyes moved between Taylor and the gently perspiring bottle of beer. Taylor knew that Dave had almost 
no willpower when it came to alcohol. It was as though the other man used it as a crutch, a way to hide from 
the world that wanted every last piece of him. An escape to more blissful, and hedonistic, places. 


"Sure," Dave murmured. "I'll have a beer." 


Taylor smiled and uncapped the bottle for him. Picking up the heavy bottle, he poured himself a glass of the 


red liquid that it held. He lifted his glass, his eyes watching Dave over the rim. 


"To new endeavours," he said. 


Author's Notes: 
If you like creepy tales, check out some of the creatures that haunt the area Taylor lives in: 


Ghosts and Monsters of Griffith Park 


Dave was woken by a shaft of sunlight creeping around the drapes. It pierced his brain and set off a 
cacophony of jackhammers in his skull. Groaning, Dave closed his eyes and returned to the darkened comfort of 


the blankets. 


What had happened the night before? He remembered coming to the strange house on the hill. Along with the 
odd man who lived within its walls, Dave had taken a look at the proposed studio and made a few suggestions. 
When he'd tried to leave, the man had plied him with beer. How many had there been? Dave vaguely 
remembered the first two. Everything after that was a blur. At some point, he could recall strong arms 


sweeping him from the floor and carrying him to a bed. After that, he'd seen no more of Taylor. 


Finally, Dave forced himself to look at his watch. He let out a low groan as he realised it was early afternoon 
Hunting his pockets for his phone, Dave went to call Jordyn and let her know he was alive if not entirely well. 
Yet as he scrolled through his contacts, Dave noticed the phone's lack of signal. Sighing, he pushed the phone 
back in to his pocket and slipped from the bed. 


The room he'd been placed in looked as though it was straight from a Victorian book. Thick hangings covered 
the windows, allowing only tiny slivers of light to illuminate the room. A black chandelier hung from the ceiling 
and, at the heart of the room, sat a heavy, dark wooden bed. White linen was pooled in the centre, the only 


memento that he'd been there. Other than a closet, there were no other attached rooms. 


Quietly, he wandered through the dark, silent house. Using the walls as a guide, Dave made his way back to 


the front and to his car. There was still no sign of Taylor and Dave assumed he was most likely a late sleeper. 


He decided to take a final look at the studio room before he left. Walking in, Dave moved to the window, 
determined to open the drapes and see the room in all its glory. He was just about to push them back when a 
voice stopped him. 


"| wouldn't do that if | were you." 
Dave's heart pounded as he turned around. In the dark hole of the doorway, he could make out a figure, one 


shorter and more stout than he himself was. Dave stepped back as they walked into the room. The hairs on 
his neck prickled and, instinctively, he brought up a hand to brush them down. 


"He doesn't like the sunlight," the male voice continued. Like Taylor, they had a strange accent, one that was a 


mixture of British and American. "So we leave them closed." 
"What the fuck kinda place is this?" Dave hissed 
"One that really doesn't require your services. But Master Hawkins appears to require your presence." 


Too many shadows swirled across the man's face for Dave to make out any features, something which 


unnerved him even more. 
Dave wanted to flee. Wanted to get in his car and drive until the house, and the odd sense of horror that it 
held, was little more than a memory. There would be a lot of alcohol involved to wipe away the images that 


currently coursed through his mind. 


Taking a step toward the door, Dave said, "I'll go now. Tell Oli - Master Hawkins - to call when he needs me 


again" 

"He needs you now." The man brought an arm up to stop Dave's exit. 

"Then where is he?" Dave demanded as he glanced around the room. "Because this place is seriously starting to 
creep me the fuck out and | want to get this studio shit over and done with. Either he plays by my rules or 


he doesn't play at all” 


"No, sir." Dave could hear the malice in the other man's voice. "Your rules no longer apply here. You play by 


his." 


Dave bolted. He slammed in to walls as he fumbled through the darkness, his fear-fogged brain trying to 


locate the exit. 


The door loomed before him, as dark and as heavy as it had been the previous night. Wrapping his hand around 
the handle, Dave turned it. He grunted as it refused to open, his eyes searching for the locks. 


The man's voice came from behind him. "You won't leave. Not now that you're here." 
"| fuckin’ will," Dave hissed. "And | won't fuckin! come back." 
His hand patted the shelves beside the door. Finally, his fingers found a large key. Thrusting it into the lock, 


Dave heaved the door open. From behind him came an unearthly scream, one that sounded as though it had 


come from beyond the grave. He didn't bother to see what made it, instead running for his car. 


Dave sat in his office above the garage. The door was locked and a pair of noise cancelling headphones were 


resting on his head. Death metal flowed in to his ears as he attempted to block out what had happened. But he 
couldn't. The images and memories were burned into his mind. And whatever the creature that inhabited the 
house was now knew that Dave existed. 

The local news website was open on his computer. The two bodies that had been discovered a day or so earlier 
had been identified. Both were runaways that had worked the streets as prostitutes. Both of them were barely 
out of their teens. Oddly, both of them had been completely drained of blood with no visible cause to how the 
blood had left their bodies. 


From the corner of his eye, he watched the door open and Jordyn walk in. He slipped the headphones from his 


ears and looked up at her. 
"You look like shit" 
Dave gave her a weak smile. "And you look great. How are the girls?" 


"Wondering why you weren't here to read to them last night" She crashed onto the couch. Dave could feel her 
staring at the back of his head. "Long night?" 


Rolling the chair around, Dave looked at her. He was exhausted. His head felt heavy and he could barely keep 
his eyes open 


"You could say that," he replied. 

"How'd it go?" 

Picking up the mug of coffee he'd made, Dave took a drink. "Badly." 

Jordyn frowned. "How so?" 

"There's something off about that guy." 

His wife grinned. "Welcome to Hollyweird. You can't only just be noticing that?" 

"No, this was even weirder. Like, not of this planet right." Dave shivered and hunkered down in his chair. He 
watched as worry flickered across Jordyn's face. "You know you sometimes get that feeling about a person? 


That one in the pit of your stomach that just tells you to fuckin’ run and not look back? Yeah, | got that. Only 


I've got a feeling that this guy's gonna find me. Doesn't matter where | go, he's gonna find me." 


There was a little Starbucks tucked in beside the Chinese Theater on Hollywood Boulevard. There were a couple 
of tacky tourist shops also on the little courtyard with the Roosevelt Hotel directly across the road. Golden 


stars embedded in slabs of granite made up the famous Walk of Fame. Despite the growing hour, people still 
milled around, taking in Hollywood at night. None of them saw Dave. 


He was curled into the corner between the coffee and souvenir shop. With his customary black clothes, Dave 
was almost invisible to the casual passer-by. There was a small overhang of glass above his head and a mug 
of coffee clasped in his hands. 


Cars raced up and down the boulevard and the smell of fried food drifted from a nearby restaurant. 
Languages Dave didn't understand reached his ears as crowds stopped to admire and shop. The area felt 


claustrophobic and worn, a rat run that had been trampled by a billion different people. 


There was a sense of excitement and anticipation in the air. The people walking the streets were mainly 
tourists and all of them were looking for that little bit of cinematic gold that would enrich their lives forever. 
They wanted to be a part of the action, wanted to live the celebrity lifestyle, even if it was only for a few 
hours. It was the same feeling that had drawn Dave to the area. He lived on that energy, sucking it up like a 
vampire. He'd stayed awake for days on end, only going to bed when the energy began to fade. Only to wake and 


do it all over again. 


Yet now he wanted little to do with that lifestyle. It was why he'd moved up in to the hills where he was close 
enough to sniff the action and far enough away for it not to drag him under. Dave's old life held little 
attraction to him but still he found himself on the treadmill of events and appearances. People wanted all of 
him. Every second of his life was documented and debated. He was a piece of the public. And he didn't want to 
be any more. He wanted to fade away and become nothing. Life, the one Dave had chosen, now overwhelmed 
him, threatening to choke him at every turn. 


Humid heaviness hung in the air once more. Thick clouds had rolled overhead and, in the distance, thunder 


rumbled. Dave shivered as the first drops of rain began to mar the dusty pavement. 
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A truck stopped beside an array of newspaper racks. Dave watched as a man climbed out of the truck and 


took a stack of newspapers from the back. The man unlocked the rack, deposited the papers inside, and left. 


Dave had walked through the night, switching from Hollywood Boulevard to Sunset sometime between rain 
storms. When the rains came, he'd sheltered in doorways and bus stops. For him, it felt as though the 
constant storms were trying to make a point, as though they were washing away the darkness that had hung 
over the city for so many years. It was a darkness that sucked people in. Dragged them under until they were 
husks of their former selves. It was a cloud that implored people to either play the game or get out. And 


those who didn’t play more often than not left as shadows, unrecognisable to their families and friends. 


No one had recognised Dave as he'd walked. No cars had pulled over and not a single person had stopped him 


for a photo. Invisibility seemed to be his new name and it was one that he wasn't entirely ungrateful for. 


Rain drummed on the bus shelter's metal roof and Dave hunkered down. Water had seeped into his sneakers 


and sweat soaked his shirt. Despite the hour, the air was still thick with a muggy heaviness. 

At his feet were the reflections of the dancing neon lights from the twenty-four hour record store behind 
him. It was one he frequented regularly yet even those who were arriving and leaving had barely glanced at 
him. Something was happening and Dave didn't like it. As much as he despised his current life, he hated even 
more was feeling out of control. Dave felt like he was falling, spiralling, losing everything that he'd worked so 
hard for. And he didn't know how to stop it. 

A black town car with tinted window slowed to a halt. Instinctively, Dave got to his feet and moved to walk 
away. Suddenly the idea of walking through the night seemed like a bad one and he felt a prickle of fear creep 
along his neck. But before he could step out onto the pavement, the rear door of the car opened. Dave could 
see a shadowy figure sitting in the seat. They didn't turn to look at him. 

"Get in" 

The voice made Dave freeze and he closed his eyes, wishing the car, and its passenger, away. 

"Get in," Taylor said. "I don't have all night to be waiting for you." 

"Then go," Dave retorted. 

"Not without you." 


"Yeah, without me." 


Taylor turned to look at him, the streetlight catching his eyes. The man's pale face was contorted in to a snarl 


and, in that instant, Dave was sure Taylor's teeth shifted, 

"You'll die out there," Taylor hissed. 

"It's just fuckin’ rain," Dave spat back. 

‘lm not going to tell you again." 

The pavement beneath Dave's feet shifted slightly, undulating in a gentle wave. He took a shocked step back and 
caught himself against the bus shelter. Around him, the sounds of the city began to fade and the street, he 
noticed, had become eerily empty. Where there had been taxi cabs, late night shift workers, and the occasional 
bus, there was now nothing. Nothing but an impenetrable blackness and silence. Behind him, the music store's 
lights flickered out. 

"What the fuck are you?!" Dave demanded, 


"None of your business. Now get in." 


Dave willed himself to move, to lift his feet and run. Pushing himself away from the metal shelter, he took a 
step. His body felt like lead and his feet felt as though they had melted into the concrete. 


"If you leave, I'l kill you." 
"Do it!" Dave replied. "Fuckin' kill me! End this fuckin’ lie of a life!" 


At that moment, the sky seemed to fall. Rain hammered against the ground, stirring the water that already 
lay there. White hot lightning seared through the sky with thunder breaking in its wake. The rain soaked him, 
his hair streaming down his back and his clothes stuck to his skin Raising his hands to the sky and throwing 


his head back, Dave screamed. 


Softness enveloped him. Dave's eyes flickered open and he took in the expanse of white linen. Blankets were 
draped on and around him and the pillows behind his head felt like clouds. Closing his eyes, Dave buried himself 
back beneath them. 


The previous night was a blur of images. Hollywood Boulevard. Sunset. The music store. The bus shelter. The 
rain. The strange movement of the pavement. The black car. 


Taylor. 


Dave woke with a start. Sitting up, he looked around himself before he fell back to the bed. The bed in lay in 


wasn't his and, as Dave looked around the room, he recognised it as Taylor's house. 


Stumbling from the bed, Dave made for the door. He turned the handle and let out a howl of indignation at 
finding the door locked. Screaming, he pounded at the wood, hoping that someone would come or that the door 
would splinter beneath his fists. 


When neither happened, Dave slid to the floor. His screams turned to sobs and blood pooled around his knuckles. 


Finally, he heard the grating of a key in a lock and the door bumped him as it opened. Looking up, he found 


Taylor standing over him. The blonde man's face was impassive, his eyes dead. 


"Kidnapping's a felony," Dave said hoarsely. Anger flared through him and he fought back the urge to main the 


creature that stood over him. 

"I didn't kidnap you. You came here of your own will. | locked the door to prevent you from injuring yourself 
Dave shuffled across the floor and backed himself against the bed. "How the fuck would | do that?" 

Taylor walked in, leaving the door open as he did. "The rains brought landslides last night. The road from down 
into the valley is blocked and the driveway is badly damaged. | couldn't let you go out there and risk injury, or 
worse." 

Those final two words hung over Dave like a knife. They were cold and hard, the threat of an uncertain death. 
"There have also been landslides around your house-" 


Panic replaced the anger and Dave sat up. "My family-" 


"They're okay," Taylor continued. "But they occurred when you would have been driving home. Can you see why 
| brought you here?" 


The raw emotions that he was feeling began to fade away. No matter how strange the building was, Dave had 
found himself in a place of safety. Without Taylor's presence, Dave would have been in hospital. Or worse. 


"How long until | can leave?" 
"A few days." Taylor turned and made for the door. "There's a meal waiting for you in the kitchen’ 


Once Taylor was gone, Dave made himself presentable. Peering through the drapes, Dave found that night was 
once more falling. How long had he been asleep? Hours? Days? Longer? The smell of cooking drifted from the 
kitchen and Dave suddenly realised how hungry he was. Sleeping was pushed from his mind as he wondered 
when he'd last eaten. Normally he'd have gorged himself on whatever food he could lay his hands on. Yet, since 
the downturn in his mood, Dave had done little more than drink and wallow in his own self pity. The indifference 


he felt about his life sat in him like stagnant water. He had everything. Yet Dave felt like something was 


missing. 

Plates of food were laid out on the island and, sitting himself on a stool, Dave pulled one close. A bottle of beer 
was placed beside his left hand and he looked up to find Taylor standing beside him. Beneath the kitchen’s lights, 
Dave noticed how pale the other man's skin was. 

"You sick?" Dave asked between mouthfuls of food. 


Taylor walked around the island to sit opposite Dave. "No, I'm not sick. Why do you ask?" 


Shrugging, Dave shovelled another forkful of lime chicken into his mouth. “Just figured you were ‘cause you're 


not eating and you look pale" 

Lowering his head, Dave continued to eat. He could feel Taylor's eyes on him, boring in to his skull 

"| eat when | need to," Taylor replied "Which is very infrequently’ 

There was something about Taylor, about the way he spoke and acted that seemed strange. The man looked 
like your typical surfer dude, all long blonde hair and slender, yet muscular, frame. Yet he spoke as though he 


was from another time. His choice of waking hours also appeared out of sync with the rest of the world. 


Finishing his food, Dave looked up. He needed an excuse to get away from Taylor, at least for a little while. 


"Well, if lm stuck here for a few days | may as well get a head start on that studio." 
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With paper, pencil, and a tape measure in hand, Dave made his way around the room that would house the 


studio. Taylor had watched him for a few moments before melting away. 


Slowly he worked his way around the room, taking measurements and making detailed drawings. An image of 
what he wanted began to form in his mind. The wide bay window at the front would cause a problem but it 
was nothing that couldn't be easily solved. Plus it would give anyone recording in the area a beautiful view of 
the park and hills beyond the glass. The once white walls could be stripped and repainted. Through a door at 
the back was a smaller room, one that Dave was going to use for the control room. Windows would need to be 
knocked through the wall and he rapped his knuckles against it. The resulting sound told him that the wall was 
solid brick. 


Taking a band from his pocket, Dave tied his hair back and sat on the floor. Packing crates, still covered with 
dust sheets, surrounded him. He glanced at his phone and was shocked to find that two hours had passed. The 


device in his hands still would not let him make a call, its reception bars still at nil. 


Dave's thoughts moved to his family. He knew that they wouldn't worry too much what with his lifestyle 
taking him for months at a time. Getting to his feet, Dave moved to the window and opened the drapes. 
Through the darkness and shadows, he could make out the driveway, the lamp at the end casting a tiny circle 
of light through the gloom. Clouds hung in the sky, the city's lights turning them a strange, murky shade of 
orange. Beyond that, Dave could just make out the tree line that hid the house from the rest of the world 


The building was as isolated as a person could get without leaving the city. 


From outside the room, Dave heard the front door thud closed. Voices drifted to his ears, one of which he 
could identify as Taylor's. The other was also male and sounded younger. Standing beside the door, he listened 


in on the two men. Dave wanted to leave the room and greet them, yet something held him back. 


Their footsteps and voices disappeared along the hallways and, when he was sure the coast was clear, Dave 
left the room. The faint scent of cologne still hung in the air, leading Dave to the kitchen Yet the area was 
empty, the men having melted away to another part of the house. 


Taking a beer from the fridge, Dave decided to explore the rambling house. Built over several levels and with 
an expanse of ground that developers would kill to get their hands on, he didn't dare entertain the idea of how 
much the place had cost Taylor. He took one of the narrow, winding hallways that lead from the kitchen before 
branching off at the end. Doors lined both walls and Dave tried the first one only to find it locked. He tried 


several before one finally opened and Dave stepped inside. 


Unlike the room he'd been working in, this one was unpacked and set up as an office. As with the other rooms, 
the large windows had been covered. Beneath one of them sat an ornate writing bureau. Made from a dark 
wood, it looked antique, its covering and drawers well worn. Papers were scattered across the green leather 


surface. 


Switching on the lights, Dave shut the door behind himself and walked back to the desk. His eyes scanned over 
the papers, taking in a passport, letters, and several certificates. Reaching out, he began to shuffle through 
them. 


"Certificate of American citizenship, certificate of German citizenship, certificate of British citizenship. The 


fuck?" Dave hissed to himself. "What is this guy? Some kind of spy?" 


Putting the beer down, Dave picked up the passport and examined the emblem. The words embossed on the 


cover and written in a foreign language meant nothing to him. 


There was a thud from the room above and Dave dropped the passport back to the desk. Quickly he 
rearranged the papers and snatched up his beer as footsteps began to creak across the floor above him. 


Dave left the room and made his way back to the kitchen. He was sitting at the granite island, the plans for 
the studio spread before him, when Taylor walked in. There was something slightly different about the blonde 


man, something Dave couldn't quite place his finger on 
"Where's the guy you were with?" he asked. 
"Sleeping," Taylor replied. "He'll come around soon" 


Dave nodded and turned his eyes back to the papers. Picking up the pencil, he made minute changes to them. 
Rolling his shoulders, he tried to shake the feeling of unease that had settled over him. For a while, neither of 


the men said anything to one another. 
Taylor finally broke the silence. "When will you be ready to start?" 


"Whenever the roads are clear." Dave didn't look up. "But I'll start preping the room. Its gonna need a lot of 
work. Those boxes, for one, are going to need to come out. And | can't work with the drapes up, no matter 


what your man says about them needing to be closed" 
"They can be removed. I'll just avoid that room until its finished." 


Cocking an eyebrow, he peered up at Taylor. The other man leaned against the counter, his attention focused 
on Dave. He wore the same black jeans and baggy tshirt that Dave had seen him in earlier and his poker- 

straight hair hung around his shoulders. Dave wanted to speak to Taylor. Wanted to ask him questions about 
his life and the need to have citizenship in several different countries. He knew that the previous ones would 


be voided by Taylor's current citizen status but Dave still wanted to know why. 


Instead, he kept his thoughts and opinions to himself. Collecting the papers, Dave returned to his room. 
Stripping off his stinking clothes, he climbed into the shower. LA's grime was caked into his skin, streaks of 
black embedded in his knuckles. He wanted to scrub the dirt, and the remains of his old life, away. He wanted to 


forget who he was and why he lived in LA. Wanted to abandon the band and move onto something else. Los 
Angeles had been slowly draining the life from him for a number of years and it now felt that he had nothing 
left to give. 


He had nothing left to lose, either. 


Looking around the bathroom, Dave began to relax. While he might have been trapped in the house of the 
strange man, Dave was away from the world. No one could find or contact him. Maybe it was time to start 


shedding the rock star front and reinvent himself. 
Music had always been Dave's passion. There had been nothing else he'd wanted to do with his life. 
Until now. 


While he'd "made it" in the sense that he had the money, the sold out shows, and the beautiful wife, Dave was 
feeling more and more as though there was something missing from his life. He couldn't quite place his finger 
on it but it left the same ache in his soul that being denied the chance to create had back in his teenage 


years. 


Turning off the shower, Dave grabbed a towel and dried off. The bathroom was decorated with sandstone tiles 
while a shower was mounted above a white bathtub. Compared to the rest of the house, and despite the lack 
of windows, the bathroom felt far airer. 


With nothing else to wear, Dave returned to his street-dirtied clothes. In the bedroom, the air felt heavier as 
though another storm was coming. Once he was dressed, Dave crossed to the window and drew back the 
drapes. Beyond the shadowy treeline and the drop of the hill lay the city, its lights once more reflecting from 
the low lying clouds. Streamers of lightning rippled through the clouds, turning the sky strange shades of indigo. 


Opening the window, Dave climbed out and into the darkened grounds. He silently thanked Taylor for giving him a 
room on the ground floor. The hair was thick and humid and Dave suddenly realised how much he'd appreciated 
the building's air-conditioning. But, for the moment, that didn't matter. He was outside and tasting freedom. 
Sinking to the ground, he leaned back against the brickwork and tilted his head toward the sky. More bolts of 
lightning lit up the sky and, in the distance, Dave heard the first rumble of thunder. The slight breeze that had 


been present as he'd climbed from the window died. 


The first raindrops began to fall. Several splashed against his outstretched hand. Pulling his knees to his chest, 
Dave curled up beneath the roofs overhang and listened. There was nothing but the sound of the rain as it 
pattered against leaves, grass, and tiles. Everything was still and a serenity like no other hung over the area 
Dave had never experienced such a thing, even in some of the most beautiful parts of the world. Closing his 
eyes, Dave allowed his chattering mind to drift, silenced by the peacefulness. 


Everything seemed to be coming in to focus. Dave had never wanted his life to take the turn that it had. But 


it was inevitable side effect of the music industry. Everyone wanted him and selling his soul for rock r roll 


and the corporate sponsor had become the norm. He thought over everything his band had done, from the 
albums and tours to the commercials and deals with everyone from instrument manufacturers to beverage 
comparies. Their names, faces, and logo appeared everywhere and they'd become a brand to be reckoned with. 


Money was of no object, either to the companies or the band. 


Yet the fame and fortune now weighed Dave down, Like an anchor, it was dragging him under. He had no 
problem sharing what he had. Over the past months he had been distributing his wealth as quickly as he'd 
accumulated it. It was as though he'd known this moment would come, the moment when he'd be sitting in the 
rain and deciding what he wanted from life. Anonymity was what he currently craved. He wanted to be able to 
walk out of a store without having cameras in his face. He wanted to be able to vacation without worrying 
that people were going to scrutinise his kids. He wanted to work at a normal job as one of those forgettable 
people. He wanted to go at least one day without someone trying to cut another pointless, yet profitable, deal 
with them. He wanted to be.. normal. 


Dave shivered as the rain became heavier. An earthy smell rose from the ground, reminding him of long- 
forgotten camping trips. Being trapped in the city had made him forget how much he enjoyed being out in 
nature. There was something magical about sitting among the trees, or listening to the rain, or collecting wood. 


Something primal. 


The run-off from the grass had reached the hems of his jeans and Dave could feel the dampness skimming 
against his skin. Another shiver danced across his skin and he took a deep breath before opening his eyes. 


"Dave." Taylor's voice made him jump. 


With his heart pounding, Dave looked and found the blonde man leaning from the window. Feeling like a scolded 
schoolboy, he shrank back against the building, trying to make himself as small as possible. 


"What are you doing out here?" 
Listening to the rain and contemplating life," Dave replied. 


Taylor climbed from the window and sat beside him. He carried a pair of mugs with him, one of which he 


handed to Dave. The smell of coffee instantly caught Dave's interest. 


"Why can't you leave me be?" Dave asked. He turned his eyes back to the garden. "I'm here to do a job. | don't 
want to spend time with you." 


"Why not?" 
"Because you creep me the fuck out" 


"Why?" Taylor asked. 


"Because there's something not right about you. I've met some strange fuckin’ people in my life but you, my 
weird friend, have beaten all of them." 


The other man chuckled softly. "If we were all like you the world would be a boring place." 

"And what's that supposed to fuckin! mean?" he demanded. 

"It means that if everyone looked and acted exactly like you, there would be no wonder left. No one to explore 
with, nor to try and understand. No one to make a connection with over coffee. Why don't you do that, Dave? 
Try and make a connection with someone outside of your normal circle." 


"| already do that," Dave replied 


"You do, but rarely. You mostly stay in the same circle of people, only expanding it when you need to do 


something. And how many of those people in your inner circle are outside of your work life?" 


Taylor's words stopped him. Where there had been a smart comment, there was no nothing, Dave's voice dying 


in his throat. Wrapping his hands tightly around the mug, he stared out into the night. 

"Not many," he finally replied. 

"And you're becoming tired of your life, no?" 

Dave felt his breath hitch, the world closing around them. "How-2" 

"Do | know? You'd call it intuition" 

Dave dared to ask "What do you call it?" 

Taylor's answer was blunt. "Knowledge." 

Turning his attention back to the night, Dave fell silent. Suddenly he didn't want to talk any more. What he did 
want to do was get up and walk straight off the precipice that he knew lay beyond the trees. Step in to the 
night and never resurface. Never wake up. Never have to think, or breathe, or live again 


"I know, Dave. | know more than you think | do." 


"Shut up. Just shut up, okay? | don't want to know how you know. | don't want to know what you know. | just 
want-" Dave felt his frustration and fear spike, sending a cold knife in to his heart. 


"Out. You want out, don't you?" Taylor replied. 


Dave sighed and lowered his head. Light escaped from where the drapes had been pushed aside. It illuminated 


his coffee, making whirls and waves as his hands shook. Putting the mug to one side, Dave rested his head 


against his knees and took a shuddering breath. He was scared and alone in a world he no longer wanted to live 
in. For so long he'd wanted to belong. Wanted to fit in. Wanted to be the life and soul of the party. Yet it now 
felt like that phase of his life was over, leaving him with the horrible gnawing in his soul. 

"What do you believe in, Dave?" 

Dave didn't lift his head. "What do you mean, what do | believe in?" 

"Gods, higher powers, spirits, religion" 

"| don't believe," he sighed. 

"You must," Taylor gently pressed. "The name of your band implies that you do." 

"| did. Once. Not any more." 

"What stopped you from believing?" 

'Life," Dave hoarsely replied. "Bills, money, the band. It made me realise that this is all we have." 


"What if this isn't all that we have?" Taylor asked. "What if there's more to life than this rock you call Earth?" 


Dave frowned as he looked up. Taylor's speech was beginning to grate on him, making Dave question who the 


man was. "What do you mean?" 
Through the gloom, Dave saw a smile break Taylor's face. The blonde man gestured towards the sky. 
"Take a look," he said 


Following Taylor's hand, Dave looked at the dark clouds. Lightning continued to ripple across the sky, bursting 
free before diving back above the storm. Amid it all, seven balls of white light danced and swooped almost as 
though they were daring the gods to strike them down. Dave leaned forward and tried to get a closer look. 


"What the-?" Dave softly murmured. 


He watched, fascinated, as the balls dipped in and out of the clouds. They weren't behaving like aircraft, at 
least none that he'd ever seen After a few moments, they shifted a little further north and Dave assumed 
that they had gone to tease one of the area's many airports. Dave felt no fear as he observed the celestial 
dance. The only thing he felt was wonder. 


"What are they? Military?" 


"No, and they're not human either." 


Dave turned to face Taylor. The man's sharp features were visible through the dark, his eyes still turned 


toward the heavens. "Taylor" 

"I'm not messing with you, Dave," he quietly said. 
"Then what are they?" 

"They're not of this Earth, Dave. And neither am |." 


The amazement he'd been feeling disappeared only to be replaced by a cold, painful fear. Dave felt his anger 


rising and the urge to lash out was growing. "If you're fuckin’ mess-" 


"l'm not messing with you, Dave!" Taylor's eyes snapped to Dave's and, even through the darkness, Dave could 
see that emotions were swirling through them. "lim not here to take advantage of you. l'm not here to try and 
prove that you're somehow gullible and stupid. I'm not going to do that. I'm here to show you that life is worth 


living. Maybe not the one you're living at the moment, but a new one." 


Once more, Dave stopped and slumped against the wall. Every retort, every insult, everything he was going to 
throw back at Taylor had just fallen from the blonde man’s lips. Dave didn't know how Taylor was getting in to 
his head but it was making him far quieter than he'd been in many years. Normally he was outspoken, the man 
who stood up for the little guy. Dave had supported everything from animal rights to human rights to Earth 
rights. He believed in a better world for everyone, not just those who could afford it. He wanted to leave the 
planet in a better shape for his kids, not as the ruined husk it currently was. And now he'd come face to face 


with someone who was yanking the words straight out of his mouth. 
"I'm not from this planet," Taylor softly continued. "In fact, | don't come from any planet.” 


Dave forced himself to reply, determined to find out about the man sitting beside him. "Then where do you 


come from?" 


"Everything and nothing." Taylor's voice was barely audible above the sound of the rain. "We were here when 


time started and we'll be here when it ends. We'll continue to exist even as everything else dies." 

Dave wanted to be angry. He wanted Taylor to shut up. Yet there was something about the way the man 
spoke that had drawn Dave in. Something that told him that Taylor wasn't lying to him. Dave called it a gut 
feeling. Beside him, Taylor looked out into the distance, as though he could see something Dave couldn't. 


"Go on." Dave murmured. "Tell me why you're here. Tell me why | can see and touch you.” 


"Why don't we start from the beginning?" 


Dave shrugged. "Sure. Start from there if it's gonna make more sense." 


Fingers brushed against his own and Dave returned his attention to Taylor. "Stand," the blonde man said. "We've 
got a long way to go." 
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Dave continued to lean against the house as he watched Taylor get to his feet. The blonde man became little 


more than a shadow as he walked out into the rain. 

"Are you coming?" Taylor asked. 

Placing his mug on the ground, Dave stood and followed in the other mar's wake. The ground sank beneath his 
feet, several days of rain having turned the garden in to a bog. Rain soaked through Dave's clothes and a chill 
washed over him. 

"Where are we going?" 

"You'll see" 

The air before them appeared to shimmer. Fragments of light erupted from a tear in the darkness and, a 
moment later, an image formed. Where there had once been just the stormy hillside, there now appeared to be 
another place, one filled with sunlight. Dave could just make out the sounds of voices, horses, and day to day 
life. 

"What the-?" Dave began. 

But Taylor was already gone, walking across the grass and into the sunlit vision before them. 


"Dave?" Taylor's voice echoed as he called out. 


He should have been terrified. He should have tried to leave. But something was holding Dave on the property. 
Against his better judgement, he followed Taylor, the rip in the night healing as Dave stepped through. 


He found himself standing on a cobbled street with white stone buildings lining either side. Simple carts pulled 
by either humans or horses rattled along the road. In the distance, set atop a hill, Dave could see columns and 
pillars forming some kind of building. Dave found himself sweating beneath the mid-day sun, his black shirt and 
jeans doing little to help. 

He was about to ask something when Taylor said, "Rome, third century BC." 

Dave raised an eyebrow. "Huh. Just what | was going to ask You've gotta stop creeping into my head like that.” 


Unease began to settle over him as a million questions rolled through his mind. "The Grandfather Paradox?" 


"Not been proven," Taylor replied. "Besides, time travel is purely human concept" 


"Then" 


"How?" Taylor smiled at Dave before he started to walk. "You need to stop thinking as a human. Because 


everything is not as it seems." 


Dave followed in the other man's wake, confusion still fogging his thinking. People walked around them, several 


appearing not to see the two men. Another thought began to form in Dave's mind. 


"They can't see us," Taylor answered. "We're not a part of their timeline. Think of it as being in a movie. The 
script has already been played out and nothing more can be added. We're just visitors to a world that exists 


only as an image." 
"l'm with you." Dave sighed. "I think" 


He wasn't. While he knew the time they were in, Dave still had no idea where he was, nor how he'd arrived. The 


city smelled strange with a mix of heat, dust, and animal droppings. 


One thing he didn't like was being out of control. Dave was the boss, the head honcho, the one who called the 
shots. His friends and band members may have said otherwise, but Dave was the one in charge. Every decision 
the band made was ultimately up to him and Dave controlled their output, as well as the way they were 


portrayed, with an iron rod. 

Taylor walked into a small, white building. There was a single doorway and a tiny window. Following him, Dave 
leaned against the door frame and peered in. The building was a single room with a long table and a bench at 
its heart. A man sat at the table, his head down as he worked on something. He was dressed in a white outfit, 
much like Dave had seen others wearing. The cloth was draped around the man's shoulders and held in place 
with pins. The man didn't look up as Taylor entered, apparently unaware of the presence in his house. 

"Tell me," Taylor began, "what you see?" 

"I see what you see," Dave replied. "A room with a table, a bench, and a man" 

"Look closer. What looks as though it is out of place?" 

"Other than us?" 

Dave's sarcastic reply appeared to not bother Taylor. "Yes, other than us." 

Sweeping his eyes around the room, Dave took it all in. Everything was exactly as he'd first seen it. The lack of 
details told him that the building's occupier was obviously poor with little money for anything other than 


clothing, food, and a roof over his head. Dave's attention came to rest on the hunched figure at the table and 


he stepped down into the small room. 


On the table sat a box made from some kind of yellow metal. Dave couldn't tell whether it was gold, brass, or 
something as yet unknown to his generation. From where he was standing, Dave could make out some kind of 
front dial as well as a handle on one side. Walking around the table, Dave took the time to inspect the strange 
object, his breath taken away by the intricacy of the gearing inside. There was layer after layer of gears and, 
upon closer inspection, Dave saw that some were smaller than a fingernail. Even his high school education told 
him that something like this shouldn't have existed in the Roman period. 


"What the hell?" he murmured. 


"In years to come, this will become known as the Antikythera Mechanism," Taylor said. "It'll be pulled from the 


Antikythera shipwreck in the early part of the twentieth century.’ 


Dave turned his attention to the man, watching as he carefully carved another cog to go inside. "What does it 


do? And how did it get here?" 


"It will be able to predict a whole range of astronomical phenomenon. In answer to your second question, my 
people brought it here. Or rather, we brought the knowledge. We showed them how to foresee what would 
happen in the heavens. They then translated it in to this. This kind of technology will not be seen again until the 
fourteenth century.” 


"But why?" 

"Because we can and because people crave knowledge. They crave the power to know what will happen. Some 
will use it against others just as we have seen throughout time itself. Which was why this gentleman was 
chosen, He is a stone mason by trade and we wanted to pass this information on to someone who did not have 
the desire to rule over others." 


"Where do you come in to all of this?" Dave asked. 


"Let's return. I'll tell you there." 
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The return was much like the first journey they took. Taylor opened a portal that led straight onto the garden. 
Taking in the humid night air, Dave stood and looked around himself. 


The rain had stopped and the clouds had cleared. Stars glittered like jewels and flashing lights indicated planes 
coming in to land at LAX. Somewhere, beyond the treeline, was the moon. It was as though Taylor and himself 
had only been gone for a few moments. 

Dave had wondered how he would feel upon stepping back into his own world. Sick? Tired? Enlightened? Yet he 
felt none of them. Only a strange sense of confusion rested over his as though he was no longer a part of the 


world he knew. He'd experienced something that perhaps no one else on the planet had. 


Taylor lead him back inside, indicating for Dave to sit at the kitchen island. The blonde man made coffee, placing 


a single mug before Dave. 
"Not drinking?" he asked. 


Taylor shook his head. "There's no need for me to drink. Or at least not often anyway. If it would make you feel 


more comfortable, | will." 

"I'd appreciate that, thanks." 

With a mug clasped in his long fingers, Taylor sat opposite him. Dave felt as though things were changing, as if 
barriers that had existed between himself and the other man were beginning to fall away. Taylor was opening 
up and showing him things. Dave suspected he was now going to learn a little more of the truth. 

"You want to know?" Taylor began. 

"Please." 

"What | am?" 


"That would be great." Dave's voice was flat and without emotion He was suddenly feeling tired 


"Like | said, | am not of this world. | have been here since the beginning, created by the power that forged the 


universe.” 
"So there was no Big Bang?" Dave asked. 


Taylor lifted a hand to still him. "We'll get to that. Please, let me tell my story.” 


‘Sorry. So why are you here on Earth?" 


"Because | angered those who your people refer to as gods. | wished to interact with those on Earth. | wanted 
to know what life on this planet was like. | had visited many, if not all, of the inhabited planets. Out of all of 
them, | liked it here. On Earth. But interacting with beings is against the laws that were laid down for us. We 


are to watch and support. We're allowed to guide but can't interfere with free will” 


Raising an eyebrow, Dave took a drink of his coffee. Instinct told him not to believe Taylor's words. Yet his 


experiences of the previous hours told him that he needed to silence that voice and listen 

"So what are you?" he finally asked. 

“Christians call us fallen angels. Hindus call us deities. Muslims call us malak and Buddhists call us asuras. Yet 
those terms are all incorrect when related to myself. There are entities that inhabit those titles but they're 
not me. Nor are they twelve others like myself who walk this planet. My people gave me a name that 
translates to "nightwalker"." 

"Nightwalker?" Dave asked. 

"Yes. | was banished from the heavens and given a human body and the gift of immortality. | feed, but not in 
the same ways that you do and | can only be out during the night. Hence why all the windows are covered. | 
shall never be able to return to my old home." 

"Which is?" 

"A place far more beautiful than any song you write." 

Dave smiled sadly. He could feel himself connecting with the blonde man. Dave should have been questioning the 
tales Taylor was spinning. Yet he found that he couldn't. Many things about the other man didn't add up. The 


strange lights that had appeared at Taylor's command. The multiple citizenships. The portal to another time. 


The room felt as though it was closing around them until Dave found himself completely focused on Taylor. In 
those moments nothing else mattered other than the words that fell from Taylor's lips. 


Dave finally begged off to go to bed. His mind was overloaded with information and he wanted to sleep on what 
Taylor had said. Before he left the kitchen, Taylor had one final thing to say. 


"Take a look at your phone." 


Frowning, Dave pulled it from his pocket. For the entire time he had spent in Taylor's house, the phone hadn't 


received a signal. Yet it now showed that it was picking up a strong reception. 


Call your family," Taylor said. "For that signal will be gone come morning." 


Returning to his room, Dave called home. The clock read 2am yet it felt far, far later. Jordyn eventually picked 
up. 


"Hey! What's going on? Haven't seen you for a couple of days." 


Lying back on the bed, Dave stared at the ceiling. "Yeah, got caught up in those rainstorms. I'm up in the hills. 


I'll be home when the roads are cleared" 


"We got a call about that," Jordyn said. "Someone by the name of Taylor. Said you were safe and staying at his 
until all of this blew over. Everything looks pretty clear now." 


"Yeah, yeah, it does. It's been a long day. I'll be home in the morning hopefully. Are the roads clear?" 


"As far as | know," she replied. "It's not going to take them long to fix that. Not in car crazy LA. You should 


know that by now. Fuck the mass transit people but everything's fine as long as the roads are running." 
"True. What's it been like around our house?" 
"Not too bad. There's been some dirt and rocks on the road but everyone's houses seem to be okay.” 


"Good" Dave yawned. Exhaustion wasn't something that normally affected him and he'd been known to work for 


days on end before eventually crashing for a few hours sleep. 
"Tired?" Jordyn asked. 

"Yeah. Gonna go to sleep." 

"See you later." 

"Will do," Dave replied. 


Hanging up, he slid off the bed and turned out the light. Not bothering to undress, Dave was asleep the second 
his head hit the pillow. 


His dreams were filled with the kinds of things he'd only seen in movies. Strange creatures and worlds that 
didn't exist anywhere on Earth. Dave felt as though his dream world was a million miles from home, yet he 


felt as though he'd lived there forever. He felt.. accepted. 


When he finally woke, Dave found sunlight creeping through the gaps in the drapes. Crawling from the bed, 
Dave pulled back the drapes and took in the early morning sunlight and the haze that hung over the city. It 


was a beautiful sight and one Dave had found he never tired of. He might have been exhausted by his life but 
seeing Los Angeles in the early morning or late night lights did something to his soul. It called to Dave, 
awakening the creative muse deep inside of him. 


Then he only had to turn around and the reality of who he was slapped Dave in the face. Dave wasn't just a 
rockstar. He was a megastar with millions of dollars to his name and armies of screaming fans. He was a 
prisoner in hotels and had to smile for everyone who wanted a photograph. People wanted him to do everything 
and anything while others constantly tried to trip him up with offers of drugs and groupies, neither of which 
he'd partaken in for years. The dark side of the industry had invaded him and turned Dave into a caricature of 
his former self. He wondered how long he could stay with Taylor before anyone missed him. Dave knew he 
couldn't stay indefinitely. But a few weeks? Would they miss him for that long? Or would someone come 
hunting for him? There were so many questions he wanted to ask Taylor. 


Dave looked at his phone. The signal had gone, just as Taylor had said it would. 


He wasn't surprised to see the car he'd left in Hollywood sitting on the driveway. Leaving a note for Taylor, 
Dave began the drive home. As he coasted down the hills, his phone began to chirrup with messages, emails, 
and missed calls. Dave turned off the ringer and tossed the phone on the passenger seat. There was to much 


else for him to think about without being bothered by other people. 


The girls were greeted him with squeals and hugs. Despite his mood, Dave couldn't help but enjoy the moment 
before shooing them back into the house. Closing the door behind him, he called out to his wife. 


"TV room!" she replied. 


Dave walked in and was about to say something. Instead, he stared at the TV, his eyes growing wider as he 
listened to the news report. The brunette news anchor stared at the camera with a grim expression and a 


microphone clutched in one hand. 


"Another body was recovered this morning. This follows the discovery of two other bodies over the previous 
two weeks. The first body was found in close to Lindley Avenue in Northridge while the second body was 
discovered behind a dumpster on Cabrito Road in Van Nuys. This third macabre murder site was discovered in 
at around bam this morning when a worker came to open up the local convenience store on Ventura Boulevard 
in Encino. The body is that of nineteen year old Josh Hartley who ran away from his home in Ohio a little over 


a year ago. All of the most recent murders have been of young, homeless men and this latest death will only 
add fuel in the hunt for the killer." 
As the report ended, Dave raced from the room, Jordyn calling after him. 


"Dave!" 


Dave grabbed his keys from beside the door. "Sorry! Gotta gol" 


Gravel peeled behind him as Dave sped away from the house and back down onto the freeway. He had a 
strange feeling that Taylor had something to do with the bodies and, while Dave couldn't prove it, there was 


nothing stopping him from confronting the other man. 


The IOI was snarled up with traffic and Dave growled as he ground to a halt. There were cars as far as the 
eye could see, something which was fairly normal on LA's freeways. The clock read just after Jam and Taylor 
would be asleep. But the house was darkened meaning there was no reason the blonde man couldn't wake and 


face the questioning. 

An hour later and he was pulling off the freeway, leaving the rest of the commuters to their day. Frustration 
and anger, both at the traffic and potentially at Taylor, overwhelmed him. Racing up into the hills, Dave skidded 
to a stop in front of the large house. 


"Taylor?!" Dave pounded on the door with his fists. "Taylor, | know you're in there. | don't give a flying fuck 
that you're sleeping! Open the fuck up! We gotta talk!" 


The door slowly opened and Dave wasn't surprised to see a gentleman roughly the same age as himself 
standing on the other side. Cool blue eyes stared at Dave and the man's skin was as pale as Taylor's. His 
narrow face was framed by a mop of reddish-blonde hair. In daylight, he looked painfully young, unlike the man 
Dave had feared Taylor's servant to be. 

"I need to speak to Taylor," Dave demanded. 

"Master is sleeping." 

| know he's fucking sleeping. He needs to wake the fuck up." 

"He doesn't wake during the day." The man's voice remained calm and gentle. 


Dave gritted his teeth. "I know and | don't care. | need to fuckin’ speak to him." 


Pushing his shoulder against the door, Dave barged his way past the man. Like Taylor, he was slender. Unlike 


Taylor, the man didn't seem to possess the same superhuman powers as the blonde man 


The house lay in darkness with the lamps off and the heavy drapes pulled across every window. Stumbling 
along the winding corridors, Dave bawled and screamed. He was determined to find Taylor and get the answers 
he needed. Dave didn't care that Taylor was different and that the laws of his people may not apply. But he 


was on Earth and there were laws and cultures that needed respecting. 


Yet what if the deaths weren't linked to Taylor? What if he was on a witch hunt with no evidence other than 


his own, chattering conscience? Was his knee jerk reaction just another thorn that Hollywood had stuck in him? 


"Sir, you can't do this!" he heard the other man call 


"Why not?" Dave demanded. "There's dead bodies turning up all over my neighbourhood and | want answers." 
Dave began the open the rooms. As before, many were locked and he growled as he rattled the doors. 


"Which one is his?" When he didn't get a response, Dave swung around and glared at the figure in the gloom. "I 


asked you a question and | want an answer. Where is he?" 


The young man stepped closer causing Dave to take a step back. The energy around them had changed, 
becoming heavier and threatening to knock the wind out of him. Through the shadows Dave watched the man's 
face flicker with emotion, his lips peeling back. Reaching out, Dave found the light switch. Artificial light flooded 


the narrow hallway and the man recoiled, hissing as he threw a hand over his eyes. 

From somewhere in the house, Dave heard a door open and thud shut. The man's eyes snapped up to him and 
Dave could see that they'd dilated, the pupils turning the once blue eyes nearly black. There was no escape as 
the man charged him, backing Dave in to a corner. His teeth were bared and Dave watched as they became 
filed points. Bringing his hands up, he tried to stop the smaller man from attacking but it was to no avail as 
strong hands wrapped around his wrists. 


Taylor's voice echoed along the hallway, "Blake, no!” 


The young man stilled before backing away. His face was still twisted with anger, his eyes still darkened. His 
teeth retracted and, with a sigh of relief, Dave slid down the wall. 


Ignoring Dave, Taylor walked straight up to the younger man and wrapped a hand around his wrist. From where 
he was sitting, Dave watched as Blake was pushed away, his small body slammed against a wall. Dave's cry of 
protest went unheard as Taylor bore down on the man, 

"You do not touch him. He is not yours," Taylor snarled. 

"But he came for youl" the young man protested. "He wanted to wake you during daylight hours." 

"Do you think | didn't already know this?" 

The younger man shrank back, freeing himself from Taylor's grip in the process. As he slunk away, Taylor 
turned and looked down at Dave. Anger still scorched Taylor's face and Dave was in no hurry to get to his 
feet. 

"I apologise," the blonde man said. "He should not have approached you like that" 


"What is he? Another of you?" Dave spat. 


Taylor shook his head. "No. He is created from a human | met in the city. He is here to assist me through this 


generation" 

"What will happen once his usefulness ends? Gonna kill him, too?" 

At that, Taylor's face fell. He offered a hand to Dave. 

"Come," he said quietly. "Let's talk" 

Ignoring Taylor's hand, Dave pulled himself to his feet. Sweeping past the blonde man, Dave made his way down 
to the kitchen He didn't bother waiting for Taylor, instead starting to make coffee. Dave heard Taylor walk in 


just as he was dumping new coffee grounds into the machine. 


"| don't want to hear whatever twisted shit you've got to tell me. | don't want to be a part of this any more. 


I'm done." 
It's Too late, Dave. You're here now and you're already in far deeper than you realise." 


Starting the coffee machine, he swung around to look at Taylor. The other man stood across the room, the 


artificial light making him looking sick Dave felt his stomach lurch as he stared at Taylor. 
"You assume that l'm already guilty," Taylor continued. "Why?" 

"Because. 

"Because what?" 


“Because it stands to reason. You brought someone home while | was still here. | heard their voice. It was male. 


Now another fuckin’ body has turned up. | should just kill you now." 

The blonde man chuckled and shook his head. "You think you can kill me?" 

Dave felt his lips curl back as his anger began to rise. "I can open the drapes and flood the place with daylight 
"And you think that will kill me?" 

"Sure" 

"You can try, but it won't," Taylor replied. "Daylight hurts but doesn't harm. And, while | do survive on the 
blood of the living, I'm not what you would call a true vampire. I'm immortal in the truest sense of the word, a 


spiritual being whose body will, whether | want it to or not, survive until the end of time." 


Dave frowned. "So why the young men? Why the bodies?" 


Taylor's expression became blank "The bodies aren't mine. Do you think I'd be as indiscrete as to leave dead 


bodies lying everywhere?" 


Confused, Dave turned back to the coffee machine. Rattling through cupboards, he found a mug and filled it 
with the thick, rich smelling liquid. 


“But-" he began 

"They're the work of someone else.” 

"And you know who killed them?" 

Taylor just shrugged before settling at the granite island Dave stepped closer and focused his attention on the 
other man. Taylor suddenly looked tired, his hair falling into his eyes. Did he feel such things? Surely he had to 
as he inhabited a human body. Or was it more a facade? Something to keep the old god quiet? 

"So you drink blood?" Dave asked. 

"Yes." Taylor's voice was softer than before, his eyes downcast toward the dark stone surface. 


"Why? Why not just eat human food?" 


"Because that's not what they gave me when they cast me out. | needed something to survive. Something to 
keep this flesh and blood shell going.” 


"So you can kill it?" 


Taylor gave another shrug. "No. Not in the human sense of the word. It would begin to rot. But it would be a 


process that would take millions of years." 

Dave could feel himself beginning to calm. There was something about Taylor's sudden change in mood that 
made him want to believe the blonde man was telling the truth. Taylor had already proved that he was not of 
the human world so why would he leave dead bodies in his wake? 

"But why blood?" Dave asked again. 

"Because it is more a life force than anything else." 

"Prove it to me." 


Taylor's hazel eyes looked up at him. "Prove what? That | didn't kill those young men?" 


"Yes." 


The stool scraped against the stone floor as Taylor stood. With a sigh, he left the kitchen Unsure of what he 


was walking in to, Dave followed. Fear began to tickle at his neck once more, that ache in his stomach returning. 
They walked through the house in silence, each man lost in his own thoughts. Dave battled with the demons 
that screamed through him, the ones that told him he needed to stop Taylor. Whether Taylor truly was a 
fallen god, or something far sinister, Dave didn't know. And it was a mystery he wanted to uncover before he 
dispatched Taylor back to wherever he'd come from. 

Much like the hallways, the staircase was narrow with a runner of carpet running along the centre. It curved 
to the left as they ascended, Taylor forever a few steps ahead of him. He lead Dave to a door at the end of 
the hallway. 

The room beyond the door was in darkness and the only light came from a machine sitting on the left side of 
the bed. It was a small device, probably no bigger than the phone Dave carried in his pocket, yet the constant 
motion on the screen threw out enough light for Dave to make out the lump in the bed. Once a second, a line 


would dart across the monitor, its jagged peaks and troughs indicating that whoever was in the bed was alive. 


Stepping into the room, Dave stood at the end of the bed and watched as the blankets gently rose and fell. The 


sound of the heart monitor filled the room, jarring the silence of the peaceful space. 
"| don't get its" he murmured 

Taylor stepped up beside him. "You don't have +o. 

"What'll happen to him?" 

‘He'll leave eventually. But he'll be paid handsomely for his time here" 

"So he's just a donor?" Dave asked 
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"And you don't kill them?" 


| could never do that." Taylor's voice was tinged with sadness. "I came here to help humans, not hurt or kill 


them. Humans can do that without any aid from outside sources.” 
"That's something else we need to talk about," Dave replied. "Wars and shit like that." 


"There'll be time for that." Taylor placed a hand on Dave's shoulder. “But let's just say it all comes down to 


free will" 


Looking up, Dave tried to make out Taylor's expression through the gloom. The room was warm, almost 


uncomfortably so, and Dave could feel his skin beginning to prickle. 


"Let's go," he said softly. 


Once they were back out in the hallway, Dave couldn't help himself. 


"The others," he said. "The ones that were on the news. How did they die? The news reported that the bodies 


had been drained of blood. How could someone on Earth do that without leaving a mark?" 

"Because it might not be someone from Earth." 

Dave chased after him as Taylor turned for the stairs with little more in the way of an explanation. 
"Tell me!" he demanded. "Everything. You've gotta fuckin’ tell me. Don't just leave it at that.” 


Taylor stopped at the peak of the stairs and looked in Dave's general direction, his expression lost amid the 


darkness. 


"There are many spirits here, not all of them good and not all of them seen by humans. You saw the lights 


that danced in the night sky?" 

Dave frowned. "Yeah." 

"How many times have you seen something like that before?" 

"A few," he replied with a shrug. 

"Yet not everyone on this planet sees them. Why do you think that is?" 

"Because they don't go flying into random neighbours back-fuckin'-yards?" 

He heard Taylor chuckle softly. It was a happier sound, one Dave wouldn't have associated with the blonde man 
"Or it could be that only people who have tapped into certain parts of their brain that see them," Taylor 
gently pressed. "You hear stories of ghosts, aliens, and the like. Yet only a few see them and rarely are they 
documented in any convincing detail. Those who do speak and take images are often ridiculed They stop speaking 
and they begin to turn of that intuition that makes them look. The world is not a pleasant place for those 
people, Dave. | could tell you more, but-" 

Taylor turned and the stairs creaked as he began to descend. Dave quickly followed behind him. 


"But what?" he said "You can't stop there." 


Taylor continued to walk as he spoke, "Itll take time." 


"Oh: 


Dave was learning the layout of the house. Being upstairs had made him lose his way, the gloom of the house 
doing little to help. As they rounded a corner, he found himself on the hallway that stretched back to the 
kitchen. Light flooded it and Dave felt himself begin to relax. The shadows weren't as horror-filled as he'd 


imagined. 

"But we can go to a place where time doesn't matter." 

"Yeah?" Dave asked. 

"Yes." 

The blonde man smiled before pushing open the kitchen door. Except that the kitchen no longer lay beyond it. 
Stepping in, Dave found himself transported not to another room, but to a beautiful glade. Trees surrounded 
them and grass lay beneath their feet. Not one, but two suns, shone down on them and warming the air. The 
ghosts of several moons hung in the sky, their presence overpowered by the light from the suns. Plants and 
flowers twisted from among the trees, their sweet, delicate scent hanging in the air. At the heart of the glade 
lay a pile of overstuffed cushions. Amid them was a low table set with glasses and a tall, ornate teapot. With 
its two spouts, the pot reminded Dave of a Turkish gaydanlik Behind them, Dave heard the door slam shut and 
he swung around just in time to see it melt into the treeline and disappear. 

"Welcome to where time stands still, Taylor murmured as he flopped to the cushions. "Sit. We'll talk” 

Dave followed suit and settled on the ground. He should have been frightened, at the very least confused. But 
there seemed to be nothing about Taylor's world that shocked him any more. This man, the one who 
proclaimed he was from the heavens, had proved far beyond Dave's belief that things did happen beyond his 
own limited perspective. Now that Taylor had shown he didn't kill the young men, Dave was ready to listen 
"Are you ready?" Taylor asked. 

"Yeah," Dave gently replied. He took a deep breath to settle himself. "lm ready." 

"I told you of the Nightwalkers," Taylor began, "and how there are thirteen of us on this planet” 

"Yes." 


"They are not here for the good of humanity. Far from it, in fact." 


Picking up the gaydanlik, Dave poured himself some of the sweet smelling tea. He frowned as he listened to 


Taylor. 


"I know this is becoming my stock phrase, but how do you mean?" he asked. 


The blonde man looked beyond Dave, his eyes focused on the lush, green trees. "They were cast out because 
they deceived our Creator. They believed they knew better than the Creator. Unlike myself, their interactions 
were designed to hurt. They wanted to enslave Earth's population and use you for their own ends. 
Unfortunately they're succeeding." 


Dave frowned, the small glass halfway to his mouth. "How so?" 


A globe appeared above the table, slowly turning on its axis. Dave stared it at, marvelling at the detail. Dots 
appeared above the globe, lines of bright light joining them in a grid. Beneath it, another grid appeared, its lines 
not as bright. 


"There's a grid," Taylor said, "that connects us to one another as well as it to other beings in the universe. It's 
easy to connect to. All you have to do is think. However, the Nightwalkers established a control grid beneath 
the initial one. This one is just as easy to tap in to yet its purpose is far darker. They don't want you to reach 
that higher level so they control you through a variety of methods. False prophets, disasters, entertainment. 


All are used to keep the population entranced and unaware of what is happening around them." 


Dave carefully placed the glass back on the table, his hand briefly passing through the globe. Turning his eyes 
back to it, he studied the bright pinpricks and the lines that joined each and every one. Occasionally a pulse 
would flicker along one of the lines, bouncing from one dot to another. His body ached, as though it knew 


something big was about to happen. A revelation or sudden moment of inspiration. 
"And this is where you're going to tell me that I'm involved?" he asked. 


Taylor nodded. "Indeed, | am. You are part of their plan, one of those they have brought to power to keep the 
population from thinking too much. Yet you feel it now, don't you? You know that all is not right with the 
world?" 


"Even if | said no, you'd already know the answer." Dave lifted his eyes To Taylor's. "But yes, that's what I've 
been feeling for a while. Like the world is at odds with itself. Like something is being hidden. And it doesn't 


matter who the fuck | am or who the fuck | know, no one will tell me a damn thing." 


The sky above them slowly changed from blue to purple. Brushstrokes of stars decorated the heavens and 
four moons hung like holiday ornaments. The globe still hung between himself and Taylor, its core casting out a 


pale light. 


"There are seven types of people in the world," Taylor said. "Firstly, there are the Sleepers, those who 
consume and do not look outside of their little world They believe all is perfect just as it is. Then there is the 
stage of Wakening when people begin to question the world around them. 


"Thirdly are those who are Learning. They have gone from questioning to seeking answers to their questions. 
"The fourth group are those who are Awake. They are the ones who ask questions, seek answers, and then 
pass the information on to others. However, these people may not have the power to reach others and may 


find themselves ridiculed or excluded because of their viewpoints. 


“Teachers are the fifth stage. These are the people who do influence others. They are the ones who hold the 
power to change the world and everything they say and do is analysed. 


"The final stages are those who are realising that there is more to life than what is seen here. They know 


there is something beyond the veil and attempt to make contact. 

"The seventh, and very last stage, are those who have Ascended. Their minds, while still a part of their bodies, 
are completely free of the Control Grid and have broken through to make contact with the Creator's light. 
When they leave this planet, they will be at one with that light. 

"You're a Teacher, Dave." 

"Sorry? Excuse me?" 

In the low light, he watched Taylor smile softly. "You're a Teacher." 


Dave frowned. "| don't understand." 


"But | think you do," Taylor gently replied. "I think you understand more than you're letting on. Think about your 
life, especially your recent years. What do you enjoy doing the most?" 


Dave shrugged and leaned back into the cushions. Staring up at the night sky above him, he began to speak 
"Playing music. Bringing people together. Letting people enjoy what we do. Bringing my favourite bands to them. 
Talking about their favourite bands." 


"Exactly. But you're tired of the life you lead You're tired of the falseness of Hollywood. You believe your 
marriage is suffering because of who you are and what you do. You think there is more to this world than 
what you're being told” 


"I know there's more. But who's going to listen to me, huh? I'm just the guy with the guitar." 


"Look in your heart, Dave," Taylor's voice was so soft it was almost lost on the gentle breeze. "Look deep inside 


yourself. Behind the music, what do you want to show people?" 


A pinprick of a meteor streaked across the sky, leaving a sweeping tail in its wake. Dave gasped as it burned 
up in the planet's atmosphere. 


‘| want to show them what the world is really made up of," he softly replied. 


Settling back into the mounds of pillows, Dave continued to stare at the darkness above him. He could see 
swathes of stars and galaxies, all of them far brighter than anything he'd ever seen from earth. The sky was 
awash with sweeping clouds of purple, blue, and white. 


"| want to show them that it can be far better than it is right now. | want to show them how their lives are 


being controlled" 
"Do you know how yours is being controlled?" Taylor asked, 
It was the question Dave hadn't wanted to heal and one that filled him with dread. "I think | already know." 


| know you're tiring," Taylor replied. "We can talk about it later. Your handlers are looking for you as we speak. 
They don't understand where you're gone and have launched a man hunt. They're scared of losing their golden 


goose, Dave. But once this is over you can stay hidden for the rest of your life.” 
Dave frowned and lifted his head to look at Taylor. "How? You're not going to kill me are you?" 


Through the light of the globe, he saw Taylor smile softly and shake his head. "Never. But you have a job to 
do on this planet and this, you and |, is just a small part of it. You're already in the place you need to be to 
make a difference. Some of that came from your own hard work while some of it was pre-planned and 
orchestrated from behind the scenes. There are people who are controlling you. You know this. But you will be 
able to break free of them. In a few days I'll show you how. But tomorrow you will go back to your normal life. 


You will go back to your band and your handlers as though nothing as happened." 
"Okay. And you're not going to tell me any more?" 


"Not now, no. Come. It's time for you to rest" 
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Morning dawned all too quickly. Dave didn't see it so much as feel it, the warmth of the sun breaking through 
the dark drapes. 


Every moment of his life had played over in his dreams. From his childhood right through to his current place, 
Dave's dream-scape had been a procession of the people he knew. Who were the ones he couldn't trust? His 
manager? His bandmates? His wife? The way Taylor had referred to them as handlers rather than their 
correct titles raised Dave's suspicions. His dreams had been filled with making connections and looking for 
inconsistencies. Compared to most stars of his calibre, Dave was allowed to come and go as he pleased without 


a constant security detail. He'd been allowed to fall in love and marry. 


Or had he? Was he being watched while he drove the kids to school? Has his life partner been chosen for him 


long before he'd considered such a relationship? 
As he lay in bed, Taylor's parting words drifted through his mind. 


Tomorrow | want you to look at the world with new eyes. See the symbols and images they've left behind. Join the 
dots and follow the trail You can expose them to the world because people will listen to you. Show them that the 
world can be good and pure. Prove to them that the darkness does not need to have a place on this planet. 


Because its time for you all fo evolve. 


Dave tried to pull himself together as he drove to the studio. The world around him seemed strange and he 
wasn't quite sure what he was looking at. Sure, he knew cars and buildings. But his sense that all wasn't well in 
the world was stronger than before. He found his eyes drifting, looking for signs or images, something that 
would help him decode what Taylor had said to him. 


The studio's parking lot was oddly full. Normally it was just himself and the rest of the band. Getting out, Dave 
walked to the building's door and let himself in. 


The foyer was packed with people and Dave gave them all a smile. He didn't need to give them excuses for 
where he'd been. This was his band, his building, and he signed their pay checks every month. No one had the 
right to question him. Carefully he pushed his way through the assembled crowd and made his way down to 
the studio. 


He leaned his head against the control room wall and let the door click shut behind him. Too many eyes were 
watching him. Too many people wanted to be a part of his life and Dave was not sure who he could trust. 
Every person who'd been waiting for him was now under suspicion and their relationship with him would be 


pulled apart. 


Dave groaned when the door opened and his manager walked in. He didn't bother to turn and look at the other 


man, instead regarding Todd's reflection in the large window that separated the room from the studio. 


"Everyone's been worried, Dave. Where you been?" the stout man began. 
Dave tossed the question back "Can't take a few days off without it being analysed, huh?" 
"Sure you can. We just want to know that you're safe." 


Dave snorted and dropped into the office chair beside the mixing desk. His eyes continued to watch Todd. "lm a 


grown man. | can do whatever | want." 


"You can do whatever you want, Dave. And you're acting like a child right now. Where did you go for your little 


vacation?" 

"Went to help a friend start work on his studio," he replied. 

Tearing his eyes away from Todd's reflection, Dave hit the playback button. He closed his eyes as the music 
began to play, remembering what they'd been working on in the days before his disappearance. Behind him, 
Todd stayed quiet. 

"Tell me something, Todd. What exactly is your job?" 

‘I'm your manager. You hired me to take care of your affairs." 

"Right. And taking care of my affairs doesn't involve you sticking your nose in my personal life, does it?" 


Silence. 


Dave smiled to himself and folded his hands behind his head. He had no desire to look at the other man in the 


room. 
"So what do the other guys ask you to do? Those higher up in the management company?" 
"I am the management company. You know this." 


"Yeah," Dave replied. "I know that. But there's someone above you, isn't there? Someone pulling the strings. 


Someone who, from time to time, tells you have to.. look after your charges." 


"I have no idea what you're talking about so this discussion is ending right now. You've got an interview at 


three with CNN. You need to be there for mid-day. No questions asked" 


Dave heard Todd leave. Once the door had clicked shut, he straightened up and hit the playback button. There 
was something about his manager's tone that made Dave suspicious, the "no questions asked" burned into his 


brain. 


He made the band play harder and faster than normal, leaving them sweating and tired. Dave took a shower 


and said nothing more to them as he left for the news studio, the anger still burning through him. 


The CNN studios were housed in a large, glass skyscraper down on Sunset Boulevard. An LCD ticker ran around 
the edge of the building, displaying the latest headlines and stock information. Once he'd checked in and cleared 
security, Dave found himself in a large, white dressing room. Couches and deep armchairs lined three walls, 
framed images of the city hanging above them. A table held various foods and drinks. The final wall was 


covered with a large mirror. Lights were dotted above it and a make up chair sat before it. 


Dave ignored the food and drink that had been laid on for him, instead choosing to pace the large room. The 
atmosphere felt soulless and he didn't like it. He wanted to be out and back on the street. There were things to 
be done and trails to follow. Trails that Taylor had pointed him to. 


Time dragged slowly in the white room. At one point, Dave paused to watch the clock. The second hand 
appeared to have stopped, flicking between twenty-nine and thirty. Presently, a group of women entered. None 
of them introduced themselves, instead giving him small, almost shy, smiles. They just sat him down and got to 


work. 


Dave stared at his reflection of the preened and pampered him. His hair was pulled through hairbrushes and 
straighteners and sprayed with strong smelling liquids. Powders and lotions were applied to his skin, designed to 


hide the blemishes of his life. Designed to hide the true person from the world. 

His fingernails were buffed, his teeth whitened, and drops added to his eyes to make them sparkle. Through it 
all, Dave sat quiet and impassive, his hands resting on the arms of the chair as he looked at the man in the 

mirror. It wasn't a man he knew. Instead, it was the caricature of a person he once was, someone who would 

happily go through the hell of doing an hour long interview. No longer did he want to be that person and, for 


the first time since he was younger, Dave felt uncomfortable in his skin. 


This was what his life had been reduced to, being a puppet that smiled and danced and sang for the world. 


Everyone pretended to know him. 
Yet no one really knew him. 


The cold swirl of loneliness gripped Dave's soul. His reflection blinked and a single tear slipped down its cheek. 


Once upon a time Dave had relished doing interviews. Over time, the questions had become the same and his 


answers had become robotic. 


Whats your inspiration for this album? 


How's the recording coming along? 
When do you plan to tour again? 
How many times a week do you sleep with your wife? 


Black clouds brewed in the sky as Dave left the studio, turning the bright day to night. They matched his 
mood, the anger at who he'd become sitting heavy in his soul. Standing beneath the building's overhang, he 
stared at the coming storm. Like stampeding horses, the clouds rose and fell in a swirling mass of grey and 
black. The smell of ozone hung in the air and, in the distance, Dave heard the first clap of thunder. 


Dave's skin was already beginning to prickle with sweat such was the clammy, humid atmosphere. He could feel 
a migraine beginning to pick at his brain and, despite the lack of sunlight, Dave slid his sunglasses over his 


eyes. 
"Just fuckin’ rain," he murmured. 


The final word hadn't passed his lips before the heavens opened, a deluge of water hammering into the street. 
Raindrops hammered the ground and bounced back up in mini-fountains. Thunder rolled overhead and lightening 


ripped through the clouds. Street lights began to flicker to life as the sky darkened further, their pools of 


orange dancing across the drenched road. 


Dave took a step back. Had he started this? Had his anger at his life and treatment brought about the storm? 
Did he- 


Did he have that power? 
Through the driving rain, his car pulled up and the valet jumped out. He tossed the keys to Dave before diving 
for the dry safety of the news building. Angelenos didn't deal well with the rain. For them it almost amounted 


to the apocalypse. 


But what was happening at that moment did feel like the end of the world, a cumulation of the tsunami of 


emotions that Dave was feeling. 
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He didn't go back to the studio. Instead, Dave headed straight into the hills. Through the rain, Taylor's house 
looked foreboding, a place where dreams, and people, went to die. A place that was cursed to its very 
foundations. 


Dave pushed those thoughts to one side. He refused to believe that there was anything sinister going on within 
the building's walls. Rather than be in the world to harm, to Dave it felt as though Taylor was carrying a 
burden. Did the pain and the agony of the planet, and those who inhabited it, lie on Taylor's shoulders? 


Slumping in the seat, Dave looked at the house. His hands still gripped the steering wheel and he pondered his 
own life. Worrying about others was something they both had in common. Dave worried about everyone he 
was in contact with. Family, friends, his band. Especially his band. He worried for them and their health. Worried 
for their families. Most of all, he worried that one day they'd leave him, exhausted by the constant pressure 


to live up to his expectations. 


No one knew him. No one truly knew what lay in his heart and soul. Not even his own family had a single clue 
what he thought about or how he felt. He hid it all behind bravado and faux happiness, the character he 


played on stage becoming the person he was in life. 
He was alone in the world. 


Alone except for the being in the house before him. Only Taylor, the god-man he'd met a few days previously, 
had managed to worm his way beneath Dave's skin and find his darkest fears. 


Stepping from the car, Dave slowly made his way to the front door. He paused for a moment beneath the 

large sycamore tree that overhung the drive. Water dripped from the leaves, making its way down his hair. 
Yet Dave didn't care. Resting on the low wall, Dave closed his eyes and breathed in the clear, rain-freshened 
air. The heavy smog seemed to have disappeared, at least for the moment, chased away by the storm that 


raged overhead. 

Images began to form in his mind, pictures of places and people he didn't know or would rather forget. The CEO 
of their record label. The shopping mall down on Hollywood Boulevard. The president. The pyramids in Egypt. 
Someone he'd slept with many moons ago. All played like a slideshow, their information too brief and too vague 
to interpret. 

Breathe in 


Breathe out. 


Breathe in 


Breathe out. 


Dave listened to the voice of his therapist, remembering the woman's words about how to cope whenever he 


felt like he was losing control. 

Breathe in 

Breathe out 

Let it all go. You can't control every situation 


Lightening spiked across the sky, illuminating his eyelids like an old movie projector. Dave felt his body begin to 
relax. His shoulders slumped and his chin touched his chest. Exhaustion fell over him, making his head feel 
heavy. It was as though all the cares of the previous years were leaving, flowing from his brain and into the 


ether. Disappearing to a place where they no longer mattered. 


Therapy had started as a bit of a joke, a place for him to go and vent his frustrations to someone who 
wouldn't sell his story. After a few sessions, Dave had found himself digging deeper than he ever thought he 
would, unearthing his childhood and past traumas. He'd learned about why he liked to be in control and why he 
stopped people from getting too close. He fought to give up both but found that he couldn't. Instead he 
preferred to keep everyone, including his own family, at arm's length lest they discover something about him 


that they didn't like. 

Around him, Dave heard the rain begin to ease, its pounding drumbeat slowing to a gentle trickle. Opening his 
eyes, he found that the sky was beginning to clear. Sun was breaking through the heavy clouds, shafts of light 
rippling across the park. 

"Dave?" He heard Taylor call his name. 

He lifted his head and found the blonde man standing in the now open doorway. 

"Sur's out." Dave nodded to the sky. "Shouldn't you be sleeping?" 

Taylor just gave him a blank look before going back into the house. With a small shrug, Dave followed. The door 
swung shut behind him, the sound reverberating along the hallway. Taylor's shadow wound away before him, 
turning a corner before Dave had the opportunity to catch up. 

"Taylor?" 

The blonde man remained silent and so Dave did the same, instead falling into step behind him. They walked 


through the house and to the stairs, taking them as quiet as mice. Dave could feel the fear rising, tightening 


his stomach and making his head swim. 


"Taylor?" he asked gently. "Please speak to me." 

"You're here to learn," the other man softly replied before stopping at a door. 

It was the door that Dave remembered lead in to Taylor's quarters. The memory of the boy linked to the 
heart monitor still played through his mind as a stark reminder that everything Dave knew about the world 
was false. There were beings from other planets. Things could happen in the blink of an eye. Stars could dance 
across a velvet black sky. 

Taylor opened the bedroom door and allowed Dave to step in before following. Sunlight battled to get through 
the heavy window hangings, giving the room a muddy darkness. The bed was empty and the maroon bedspread 
was pulled tightly over the mattress. Plump pillows sat at the head of the bed while a long bolster cushion 
leaned against the bed's scrolling end. Dave's skin prickled and he turned to look at Taylor. 

"Where'd he go?" 

"He left as he was free to," Taylor replied. 


"And you didn't" 


"Kill him?" The blonde man looked at Dave. "No. Why would I? As | said, he was handsomely rewarded for his 


time here. Please come in." 

Dave felt something swirl through his stomach as he stepped into the room. The door was closed behind him. 
In that moment, he should have run. Yet the soft expression on Taylor's face made him stay. For the time 
being everything was well in the blonde man's world. 

"What have you uncovered so far?" Taylor asked. 

"How do you mean?" 


"In the connections of people and places on this planet." 


Dave suddenly found himself at a loss for words. His front man persona would kick in whenever he was 


questioned and answers would fall from his lips. In this instance, he found himself mute. 
"Well?" Taylor pressed. 


Dave recalled his pages of scribbled notes and desperately tried to find a common theme amongst his paranoia 


"Colours. Red, white and black." 


Taylor walked around the bed and turned on a lamp. The light, marred by the green glass shade, cut through 
the gloomy room. "Ah, the universal symbols for blood, life and death. Good. Anything else?" 


He stood at the end of the bed suddenly feeling more nervous than he had done for a long time. "Images and 


symbols. Pyramids and eyes. Things like that.” 
"What did you notice about the eyes?" 


Dave could feel himself beginning to sweat, suddenly feeling as though he was back at school. "People covering 
their left ones." 


"Even you're not immune to that," Taylor gently replied. "Look at photos of yourself and you'll see that your 


hair covers your left eye. People will read in to that." 
"Oh." 


"You need to go higher, Dave. You need to break through the Control Grid. Only then will you find the answers 


you're seeking.” 
"How?" he asked. 


Taylor stepped up to him and brushed his fingers across Dave's cheek. He gasped when Taylor's free arm 


snaked around his waist and pulled him close, his breath washing over Dave's skin. 
"Allow me to show you," Taylor softly said 


Dave knew he should have protested as the blonde man gently eased them both to the bed For him, their 
position was a compromising one and one that he'd never been in with a man To lie back and stare up into the 
face of someone of the same sex should have made him feel uncomfortable. Instead, Dave felt nothing but 


peace as he gazed into Taylor's eyes. 


They stayed like that until Dave reached out and tentatively brushed the hair away from Taylor's face. His 
heart ached for the man who lay over him, the loneliness that Taylor must have felt crushing his heart. What 
was it like to live for so long without an eternal companion? Did Taylor ever crave to keep someone by his side 


forever? 
"How does it feel to live so long?" he finally asked. 


Taylor dipped one slender shoulder and his gaze moved to the wall over Dave's head. "It's hard, that | won't 
deny. But there is also a constant stream of people who pass through my life. Besides, I'm not here to find a 


companion." 


He gazed up into Taylor's eyes, watching as they searched Dave's face for any sign of distress. In those hazel 
pools, Dave could see the universe. An eon of knowledge swam through them and everything that Taylor had 


seen since the dawn of time was reflected back at him. 


Sliding his hands into Taylor's blonde hair, Dave eased the other man down to him. His lips whispered across 
Taylor's and Dave closed his eyes as Taylor gently returned the kiss. Strong hands slid beneath his head and 
cradled him. Taylor pressed himself close, their bodies crushed together. Against his better judgement, Dave 
felt his body begin to react, his dick becoming hard. He moaned and clutched Taylor closer as the kiss was 
deepened. He parted his lips, his tongue darting out to flick across the other man's plump, velvety lips. Where 
he thought that Taylor would taste of being older than life itself, he was surprised to find that the aroma of 


roses and sickly sweet candies danced across his lips. 


Dave spread his legs and rolled his hips, pressing his erection against Taylor's slender body. Still the other man 
didn't react, obviously used to the arousal he caused in others. Instead, the blonde man pulled away and danced 
kisses across Dave's cheek and into his hair. The sensation of someone pushing through his hair made Dave 
gasp and his back arched from the bed. Taylor's tenderness and care were like nothing he'd ever experienced 
before. Dave was used to being the one who handed out such gentle touches, enthralled whenever he made 


anyone moan or gasp. Now the tables had turned and it was he who was be on the receiving end. 


Kisses wound down his throat, tickling across his sensitive skin until they came to rest behind his ear. 
Wrapping his arms around Taylor's narrow back, Dave took several deep breaths. He suspected he knew what 


was going to happen next and he wasn't going to stop it. 


"You will feel a little pain," Taylor murmured in his ear. "But, after that, it wil be a pleasant sensation. Please 


do not be scared. It's not my intention to harm you." 
"I know," Dave replied. "Please do whatever you must." 


Closing his eyes, Dave took several deep breaths as he prepared himself. Taylor's mouth moved against the 
thick vein in Dave's throat, massaging the soft skin that lay beneath them. With every passing moment, Dave 
found his arousal growing. He barely noticed when something sharp grazed his skin. When Taylor's tongue 
flicked across the tiny wound, Dave melted back to the bed. His cock ached in his jeans, his hard flesh 
throbbing against his stomach. Warm, silky fluid seeped from the head and pooled against his skin and, with 


every pass of Taylor's tongue, Dave could feel his orgasm growing ever closer. 


Finally Taylor pulled away and Dave looked up to find the other man looking down at him. Taylor's eyes blazed 
and blood dotted his lower lip. Despite the look in the other man's eyes, Dave couldn't drag his gaze away. 
Taylor shifted slightly and offered out his wrist. A wound had opened above one of the veins and blood was 


beginning to pool around it. 
"Drink," Taylor hissed. "Drink and see it all” 


Wrapping his hands around Taylor's narrow wrist, Dave attached his mouth to the wound and drank The warm 
tang of blood seeped passed his lips. Dave's eyes snapped wide as galaxies formed and died in his very mind. 
Voices, billions of them, babbled through his brain Every moment of history, from the birth of the Earth until 


that present moment, played out like a movie before his very eyes. Infinite knowledge coursed through his 


head, waking every cell in his body. Tearing his mouth away from Taylor's wrist, Dave screamed, his body 
tightening as his orgasm finally tore through him. His voice continued to echo around the room as wave after 
wave of energy rolled over him. Amid it all, he was vaguely aware of arms wrapping around him and a strong 
body holding him close. Dave continued to watch the Earth formed around him. Above him, strings of lights 
criss-crossed the heavens, each one joined to the other and forming luminous white hot hubs. 

As he watched, the grid above him faded away. The sky was dark and as clear as water. Millions of galaxies 
swirled above him, their colours far more vivid than he could ever have imagined. Nestled in among them he 
could see planets not unlike the one he lived upon. 

"Taylor?" Dave's echoed as he spoke. 

From the corner of his eye, he watched as Taylor appeared beside him. "You see it, don't you?" 

"The universe?" 


"Yes. Or at least what is visible to you from Earth." 


Dave could feel himself shaking, his skin suddenly clammy and cool. Fear, anxiety, and, beneath it all, excitement, 


trembled through him. 

"Are they other worlds?" he asked. 

"Yes. Millions of them. You've been lied to, Dave. Everything you know, everything you were taught in school, 

everything you've read about is a lie to keep you complacent. You're not supposed to believe that there are 

other worlds out there, other beings just like you. This is the greatest lie that has ever been told and you're 
going to rectify it." 


Dave paused and kept his eyes turned towards the heavens. No matter what he was feeling, he couldn't deny 
that what lay above him was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen. 


‘Its beautiful,” he softly said. 
"It is and you will have all the time in the world to explore it.” 


"Taylor, can we go back? | love it out here but | need-" Dave found his voice faltering as his eyes began to 


mist with tears. 
"You need somewhere safe. That's completely understandable." 
His vision changed and Dave found himself lying back in Taylor's bed. The blonde man held him close, his voice 


gentle and warm. For a moment, the world swam around Dave and he fell back against the bed. His breath 


came in shuddering pants and his skin was dotted with sweat. He reached out to grip Taylor tight. Dave wanted 


to say something, wanted to thank or curse the blonde man. But his voice had died, leaving him with the 


images of what he'd seen. 
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Dave felt as though he had lived a thousand lifetimes. His muscles screamed from the effort of merely 
existing and his head felt as though the weight of the universe rested upon it. 


In a way, the universe, and all that was contained within it, had been given to him. Handed to him by a being 
from another dimension so that Dave could decode all that was happening in the world and pass the truth on 
to the millions that followed him. That was his mission, not being a musician, nor playing to crowds of 


thousands. But to tell the world that everything they knew was a lie. 

Lying in Taylor's bed and unable to move, Dave stared at the ceiling. He'd counted every crack and followed 
every whorl of the ornate Artexing. Despite his exhaustion, his body refused to co-operate and allow him to 
sleep. Instead, Dave had spent hours replaying everything he'd seen Minute details rattled through his skull and 
he tried, in vain, to organise them. 

People believed they were free to do as they pleased; free to be whatever, and whoever, they wanted. Yet the 
planet was a prison, one designed to keep them enslaved to rulers they would never see. Humans were just 
cogs in a machine and Dave was one of the lucky few who believed he got to drive the engine, his music a 
constant hum that kept the masses placated and ignorant. 

On hearing the door open, Dave shifted enough to watch Taylor walk in. The once pale being now had a touch of 
colour to his cheeks. There was a shine to his normally burnished blonde hair. He placed the tray he was 
carrying on the bedside table and gave Dave an understanding smile. 

"How do you feel?" 

"Awful," Dave replied 

His voice was quiet and scratchy, his throat raw and tight. He reached for the glass of water that Taylor had 
left and drained the liquid in a single mouthful before his eyes turned to the tray. On it was a covered plate 
and Dave could smell cooked meat and vegetables. 

‘lm not hungry," he murmured. 

"You need to eat in order to regain your strength." 

Dave shook his head and his heavy eyes closed. "Too tired" He yawned before asking, "What time is it?" 


"Noon. And | understand that you feel tired but you need to refuel in order to process what you've seen" 


"I know. | know." Dave closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose. "But where to start?" 


"At the beginning.” 


"| don't even know where the fuckin’ beginning is, Taylor. All| know is that I've now got a ton of information in 


my head, some of which | don't want." 
‘lm sorry about that," Taylor replied. "Unfortunately you will have to live with it" 
"For how long?" 


"Until the end of time." 


Dave pulled the blankets around himself. "| was afraid you'd say that." 


It was two days before he was finally able to get out of bed Two days of living in his head and seeing all that 
now existed within his mind. Despite the exhaustion that still clung to his body, Dave forced himself to shower 
and change his clothes. 


He walked barefoot through the house, the darkness and soft lights soothing his aching brain. The smell of 
cooking drew Dave to the kitchen and he found Taylor seated at the island, his attention on the book that lay 
before him. The young man with the reddish-brown hair stood at the stove, working on creating whatever the 


delicious smells were. 
Taylor looked up as Dave approached and smiled warmly. "Hello, Dave. Did you sleep well?" 


"As well as | could" Finding that the coffee pot was full, Dave poured himself a mug of the thick liquid. "What 
time is it? Hell, what day is it?" 


Its Saturday and the time is 630pm," Taylor replied. 


Dave felt exhausted as he sat at the island His gaze fell into the bottomless depths of the black coffee. 


"Awesome." 
As he'd left the bedroom, Dave had caught a glimpse of himself in a mirror. His dark hair was greasy and lank 
and his eyes were darkened with bruises. He looked as tired as he felt and Dave suspected it would be like that 


for a while. 


Lifting his gaze from the mug, he found a pile of notebooks, a laptop and a voice recorder sitting beside Taylor. 
The blonde man pushed them across the granite until they sat before Dave. 


"I feel you'll be needing these," Taylor said. "Record everything no matter how mundane it seems." 


Dave wearily looked at them as he stroked one of the leather bound books. They looked beautiful, ethereal 


even, and their presence alongside the very modern laptop was jarring. 


The young man stepped up beside Dave and placed a meal of steak and salad before him. Dave gave him a tight 
smile and picked up the cutlery. The steak was done just as he liked with the bloody juices pooling around the 
meat. The very scent of the cooked meat was enough to make his mouth water and, for the first time since 


that fateful night, Dave felt hungry. 


The steak all but melted in his mouth, the heavy meat feeding every slumbering part of his body. Dave 
washed it down with coffee. For the first time in many years, he didn't want to dull his senses with the high 
of alcohol. As much as he disliked the experience of entering Taylor's world, Dave wanted to see what else lived 
within the new planes of existence. He wanted to piece together the puzzle that Taylor had laid out for him. It 
was something appealed to his nature of solving puzzles and finding answers in even the most mundane of 


questions. 
"| want to show you something once you've finished eating," Taylor said. 


Dave merely nodded. 


With the young man clearing away the dishes, Dave allowed himself to be lead from the kitchen and out to the 
garden. The sun was setting and the vista of the Los Angeles sky was painted in hues of pink and purple. Lights 
were already beginning to twinkle along the city's highways and byways, illuminating the long, straight 
boulevards and winding side streets. Houses nestled in the hill before stretching off into the distance, the city 
sprawling away to the horizon. Los Angeles was his city. He could walk any street in the metropolis and know 


that it was the place he belonged. 


Yet suddenly it wasn't. It was no longer his home. It was no longer the place that embraced him. Instead, it had 


become a place of mystery, one that housed some of the universe's darkest terrors. 


The garden began to change around him. Suddenly the Los Angeles skyline was disappearing behind a grove of 
trees. The ground beneath Dave's feet became softer, the grass longer. Soon there was nothing left of the 
garden he'd grown to know. Trees surrounded them and, through their boughs, he could see that the sky had 
become dark. As they walked, lamps began to appear, hanging from the trees. They cast a warm glow and lit a 
barely visible dirt track. When Taylor and himself rounded a final corner, Dave stopped to take in what lay 
before them. 


Up in the boughs of the trees was a wooden bi-level cabin. More of the ornate metal and glass lamps hung 


from the veranda. An ornate bridge swept up from the forest floor and to the front of the small house. 


"This is your safe place, a space away from the things and people that you will encounter. No one can access 


this area except for you," Taylor said. 


Dave frowned and looked to Taylor. The blonde man took on a different aura in the low light of the lamps. His 
skin and hair appeared to glow and his eyes had gained more depth. 


"But you're here so how does that work?" he asked. 


"All you have to do is think about it. It doesn't matter where you are, this space will always be waiting for 


you. Its a physical, tangible manifestation of what's in your mind and will provide for your every need." 
Dave smiled. "Including you." 


"Exactly." He saw Taylor smile in the warm light. "Your health and well being are its primary concern and it will 
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do all it can to calm you when you whatever you are experiencing becomes too much." 

The musty, almost sweet, smell of the forest flowed around Dave as he walked on to the bridge. The wood 
creaked beneath his feet and his footsteps sounded hollow. Stepping on to the veranda, he smiled down at 
Taylor. 

Its perfect. Thank you." 

The blonde man gave him a single nod. "You're welcome." 

Looking around himself, Dave took in the small building. There was a swing bench and rocking char out on the 
porch. Through the windows, he could see a kitchen and snug living area At the back there was a staircase 
that no doubt lead to the upper level. All were bathed in the same warm light as the exterior. 

"Why don't you join me?" he asked. 

"I can only join you if you invite me." 


Dave's smile widened and he nodded to the cabin. "You're welcome to come inside." 


There were mugs already lined up on the counter and a kettle was set to boil. A cafetière filled with filter 
coffee sat beside the mugs. 


Dave couldn't comprehend what he was seeing. Something that had once existed as a fleeting thought in his 


mind had become reality with a gesture that was as unconscious as breathing. 
At the back of the cabin windows overlooked the forest. There was a dining table and four chairs beside the 
staircase and supporting posts were all that separated the kitchen from the living area. Everything was 


crafted from various woods and the soft smell of freshly planed wood filled the snug little cabin. 


Dave made coffee and handed one of the mugs to Taylor before seating himself on one of the deep, 


comfortable couches. Blankets were piled on a small table and one wall was dominated by a fireplace. From 
where he was sitting, he could see the darkened trees, their boughs holding him as a mother would hold a 


child 

‘It's so beautiful up here," he murmured. 

"Indeed it is. It's a place away from your normal life. Is that what you wanted?" 

Dave's gaze remained on the window. The night was warm with the heavy threat of a storm hanging in the air. 


"It is," he replied. "I love my life. | love the hustle and bustle of it. | love meeting new people. But there's a part 
of me thats outgrown all of that. | don't want to put on a front any more. | don't want to be seen to be out 
drinking all the time. | don't care what anyone thinks; that's not me any more.” Dave sighed and curled his legs 
beneath him. "But | have to keep up with this front so that people accept me. I'm like some ultimate party guy 
and | don't want to be that any more. | just want a normal life. One where | can go on vacation without being 
photographed. One where | can walk the street without having people bugging me for autographs. One where l'm 
not expected to live up to everyone else's expectations." 


"What would those expectations be, Dave?" Taylor softly said. 


"That | have to keep making music. That | have to keep up with this constant drinking, fun time guy image. That 
| can't be serious or think or have an opinion | see guys out there, musicians like me, who get to talk about 
the world. They can have an opinion on politics or help educate people. And then there's me, good ole Dave and 


his bottle of beer, laughing and joking and not really doing much else. I've got a voice and | want to use it" 


"And now you're going to use that voice. That is the exact reason you're here. You'll get to step out from 
behind that facade and, because you do, people will stop and listen You're you because of that, Dave. You kept 
this simple front so that people could relate to you. You've built yourself a platform and now it's time for you 
to use it" 


Dave could feel his eyes beginning to smart with tears. His skin prickled as though a thousand knives were 
cutting in to him and a weight settled in his stomach. 


Turning to Taylor, he quietly admitted, "I'm scared." 

The blonde man's face was impassive yet his eyes were filled with nothing but love. "I know, Dave. | know. 
There's a big responsibility lying on your shoulders. But it's one that only you can carry through with. The 
people of the world will believe you, especially the younger generation You are a leader to them, no matter 
how harshly you criticise yourself. With you beside them, they will stand up and change the world.” 

Giving him a gentle smile, Dave nodded. "Thanks for the pep talk. | needed that." 


"You're welcome." 


The fear that rolled through him wasn't just the nervousness of having to talk before a group of people or 
the terror of screwing up mid-show. It was the soul-crushing, bone chilling fear of knowing that he was 


staring at his own mortality, that death may be the next person he met. 

Rain began to fall against the cabin roof, the sound lulling Dave. Stretching out on the couch, he closed his 
eyes as the storm broke. Thunder rolled through the trees and lightning flared among the forest in bursts of 
searing white. 


Presently a blanket was draped over him and, amid his hazy consciousness, Dave heard Taylor speak. 


"Sleep long and sleep well. For we will begin when you wake." 
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Birds sang and the sun was streaming through the windows when Dave awoke. The couch beside him was 
empty and there was just his own coffee cup on the small table. There was no sign that Taylor had been with 


him. 


Dave got to his feet and walked through the small building. The smell of rain lingered in the air, bringing a crisp 
freshness to the morning. While he waited for the kettle to boil, Dave took another look around himself. The 

dining room table had been empty the previous night. Now a lantern and a stack of notebooks sat upon it along 
with several pens in a mug. The cabin was obviously being furnished ready for him to use, all of it arriving by 


the power of his mind. 


With a coffee in his hand, Dave went out to the porch and sat in the rocking chair. He kicked off his shoes and 
brought his ankles up to rest on the railing. Thoughts meandered through his mind and he wondered just how 
much he could bring about. Closing his eyes, he thought back to the previous night, to rolling thunder and thick 
black clouds. To rain pattering on the roof and the stab of lightening through the trees. 


Around him, the air began to change, the hazy morning light becoming thicker. In the distance he heard the 
distinct sound of thunder. When the first raindrops tickled his toes, Dave smiled. He really did have the power 
to change the world around him. It wasn't a lie, nor was it an illusion Everything and anything could be created 


just by thinking of it, a power that he knew could be used for both good and evil. 


For a few moments, Dave drank his coffee and enjoyed the peaceful rhythm of the rain. The warm water 


trickled over his feet before following the arch of his ankles. 


So much responsibility had been handed to him. While he knew the gift he'd been given could be used for evil, 
he also knew that he now held the exact same power that was contained within the planet's overseers. He may 


be the only person who had the ability to conquer them and in order to do so he had to learn how. 


Slipping his shoes back on, Dave made his way back into the cabin and placed the dirty mug on the draining 
board. He knew that it could be clean when he returned, just as the cupboards would be filled with food and 
the rumpled blanket on the couch would be folded back on the table. 


The rain was abating as he walked across the bridge. Sunlight filtered through the trees and dappled the 


ground. All around him was the sound of water dripping from leaves. 


Slowly, the trees once more became the garden behind Taylor's house. Dave could see the familiar haze of 
smog and the planes circling to land. Streets were laid out in their straight, familiar lines. From his vantage 
point, he could pick out the houses that were nestled in the hill. He wondered how many of the people that 
lived in them thought about anything other than their daily lives. Did they just take the kids to school before 
going to their jobs? Or did they think about the world around them and the things that couldn't be seen? 


"They can't see you, Dave." 


Taylor's voice startled him. Dave swung around and, despite the sunlight, he found Taylor standing behind him. 
The blonde man was cloaked in a long, black robe and his eyes were hidden behind dark glasses. Presumably he 


didn't see sunlight all that often. 
Regaining his composure, Dave asked, "What do you mean?" 


"Time has been halted in order for you to do the work you need. Your family will worry about you just as you 
will worry for them. Because of your status, the world will also worry and will no doubt come looking for you. 
By pausing time you are afforded all the space that you need. When you are ready, | will show you a room 


where you may work. Or, if you choose, you can return to the cabin" 


Taylor smiled softly and, while it should have been a gesture that made Dave uncomfortable, it instead made 
him feel a little more confident in taking on the challenge he'd been handed. 


The room Taylor had for him looked as though it had once been a dining room. With black drapes hanging from 
the windows, the room still contained a long teak dining table. It was set for eight people and provided enough 
room for Dave to spread out papers and books. The notebooks that Taylor had given him the previous evening 
were stacked at one end of the table along with a jar of pens. There were a pile of cushions and blankets in 


one corner and Dave nestled himself in to them. 

"Are you hungry?" 

Dave shook his head. "Maybe in a while | will be." 

He smiled at the blonde man. For the first time, Dave felt completely comfortable around Taylor. Previously 
there had been feelings of doubt and fear. Here was a man who could destroy the world and, if Dave 
remembered correctly, that was Taylor's original purpose on Earth. Divide, conquer, and destroy. Although even 


Taylor didn't seem to know why. 


That had changed over the time that they'd known each other. Time and again, Taylor had proven himself. He'd 


shown Dave everything that was hidden from human eyes. 
‘I've got one question before you go," Dave said. 


Taylor turned to look at him. His face was gentle and filled with love. To Dave, he looked like an angel, an 


ethereal creature that was absorbing the negativity of the world, 


"Why me?" Dave asked. "Like, | know you said it's partly because of who | am. But why a human? Why couldn't 
you do this yourself? Why couldn't you step out and show the world what was really happening?" 


"Because no one would believe me, Dave," he replied with a soft smile. "No one would believe me. They'll believe 


you. You're America's sweetheart, a man of many talents, including one for words. The world will listen to you 
and, while | could give you the words to say, you have to experience this life for yourself in order to truly 


believe it" 
Dave nodded. "Because it's like nothing I'll ever have experienced." 
"Indeed." 


With that, Taylor left and Dave settled down. He leaned back against the wall and folded his hands in his lap. At 
first, he had little idea of what he should be doing. He'd never tried meditation before nor anything else that 


had required him to disconnect from reality. Closing his eyes, Dave allowed his mind to wander. 


His family were there, as were his friends. He saw his house, his band, his studio down in the valley. Tours and 
big, stadium shows. Fireworks flaring into the night sky. The rumble of his music. The warmth of someone 
sleeping beside him. 


The images faded from one to another until Dave found himself looking at things he didn't recognise. It was a 
building with a marble facade and a steep flight of steps leading to a single door. Pillars held up a roof that 


shielded those who were arriving and symbols were etched into the white stone. 
Symbols that he recognised. 


Lines were engraved into the face of the building, rising up either side of the door until they met in a point 
above it. Sitting above the pyramid was an eye encased in rays, shining as though it was the sun. 


Standing to attention on either side of the door were two stone goats. They stood on their hind legs with their 
forelegs made to look like human arms. Their right arms were raised with two fingers pointing to the flaming 


eye while the left hand pointed down. 


Walking across the marble exterior, Dave made for the open door. All was dark beyond the entrance and he 
felt as though he was walking into a tomb. There was no energy or emotion in the air. Just a sense of stillness 
that he couldn't read. It made him feel anxious, something that Dave rarely felt, and he knew that time was of 
the essence. There was something inside of the building that wouldn't want him there. 


He stepped into the darkness and heard his footsteps echo around a large room. The floor was tiled and there 
was the ghostly smell of incense in the air. Instinct told him to cross the room and, with his hands 
outstretched, Dave found himself before another door. 


His heart hammered as he reached for the door handle and the stillness of the building began to change. He 
could feel it wrapping around him and tightening against his body. His anxiety level began to rise and Dave had 
the urge to turn and run. Any other man would have but he knew that he couldn't. As awful as the building 
felt, Dave knew he had to continue. There were secrets to unlock and events that he had to witness. All of it 


would lead to the ultimate piece of evidence, the one that would help him prove that there was more to the 


world than the mindless materialism that currently powered it. 


The door opened easily and Dave stepped into another room. Unlike the antechamber, this one was lit by large 
chandeliers. They hung along the beams in the high ceiling, their light glistening against the black and white 
chequered floor. The room had no windows and, at its heart, sat a table set for twelve. The light from above 
reflected off the dark, highly polished wood, giving the impression of a large mirror. 


On one of the white walls hung an inverted crucifix with an effigy of a man nailed to it. At first, Dave believed 
it to be a bastardisation of the Christian crucifixion. But as he stepped closer, the image before him made his 


stomach turn. 


The hanging man wasn't Christ. With its large hazel eyes and blonde hair, it instead resembled Taylor. A plaque 
beside the cross was inscribed with the words Lest we forget the Traitor, he who is a friend of man May we 


never become like he. 


From behind him there came a rasping sound, like nails down a blackboard. The hairs on the back of his neck 
rose and, with his heart pounding, Dave swung around. Beside the door were two human-sized chess pieces. 
The Rooks, one of each colour, occupied their relevant coloured spaces. Dave watched as they began to inch 


towards him, the bone-scraping sound echoing around the large room. 


Fear burned through him, slicing through his nerves and pounding across his skull. He wanted to run but Dave 
felt as though shackles had locked around his legs. Rooted to the spot, he watched as the two granite towers 
closed in on him. An age seemed to pass while he waited for them to crush him. Dave cried out, pleading for 


his life, begging them to leave him alone. He had meant no harm by entering their sanctuary. 


Yet they still kept on coming. 
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Dave woke with a start. À scream tore from his lips as he came to and sweat trickled down his face. There 
was something strange in his nose and throat as well as a scratchy pain in his right arm. Grunting and 
moaning, he clawed at his face, trying to free himself from whatever was making him uncomfortable. All 


around him was the acrid stench of fear and body odour. 
"Don't." A hand came to rest on his arm and Dave lifted his head. 


Taylor was sitting beside him and Dave allowed himself to come to his senses. He was back in Taylor's bed; he'd 
have recognised the flock wallpaper anywhere. The lights were turned low and the sound of a heart monitor 
broke the silence. Looking down, Dave found a wire trailing from his thumb. The scratchy pain was caused by a 
cannula in his arm. His fingers brushed against his nose and found a narrow pipe protruding from it. He 
followed it to a stand beside the bed. Bags of fluid hung from metal arms and Dave felt himself weaken. Sinking 
back against the headboard, he stared at Taylor. 


The other man's face was filled with compassion and love. His touch on Dave's arm was so gentle that Dave 
wondered if the man beside him wasn't the monster he'd first made himself out to be. Maybe this man was 
the real Taylor? Maybe there was no longer anything to fear? 


"You were gone for two days, Dave," Taylor softly said 


"How?" His voice sounded weak and the tube was pressed against the back of his throat. Dave wanted to cough 


and vomit but he knew that would only cause more pain. 
"You went looking for answers and whatever you found consumed you." 


"But | only entered a building," he wearily protested. "| went in, took a look around and." Dave paused as he 
remembered what had happened within the walls of Nightwalkers sanctum. "I was attacked." 


Taylor's fingers closed around his arm. "By?" 


"What looked like two castles. They resembled chess pieces, one black, one white. It was like they were 


protecting wherever | was. They made me feel like | was most definitely not welcome." 

"That's because you weren't 

Dave returned his attention to Taylor and looked into the other man's eyes. Like the crucified effigy, the living 
Taylor's eyes were filled with tenderness. The man he was with would not care that his image had been so 


cruelly decimated. 


"You were there," Dave continued. 


At that, Taylor raised an eyebrow. "| was?" 

"Yeah. They, whoever they were, had hung a cross on a wall. It was upside down. The person on the cross was 
you. And there was a message beside it. Lest we forget the Traitor, he who is a friend of man. May we never 
become like he" 

The blonde man's face darkened, his eyes narrowing as he glanced past Dave's shoulder. "I'm not surprised. | 
refuse all that they stand for and all that they wish to do. They are nothing to me and | know that they wish 
to destroy me. Let them try. For they will eventually learn that, while light expands, so darkness collapses in on 


itself. They cannot, and will not, survive. Not for much longer anyway." 


Dave nodded and idly scratched at the needle in his arm. "I didn't even tell you what | suspected that place to 
be." 


"You don't have to. | already know" Taylor gently batted at his hand. "Stop worrying it." 
He glanced up at Taylor. "Say, why am | wired up like a Christmas tree?" 


The other man gave him a soft smile and moved from the bed. As Dave watched, he checked the heart 


monitor and drip before picking up a syringe. 
"Because you were out for two days, Dave. You didn't eat. You didn't drink. By the time you let me touch you, 
you were delirious. You were screaming and flailing, no doubt hallucinating as well as enduring the visions you 


were having. Your body was starting to fail you. For now, | want you to rest. Let the machines do the work" 


Dave followed the tube from his nose and back to the bags that hung over him. "Can't | have a steak?" he 


asked. "I'm not very keen on this house special.” 


Taylor's smile was soft in the low light. Shadows danced across his face and, for a moment, Dave believed 


them to be real, incarnations of what he'd seen during his time away. 

"You can have steak later, | promise." 

The blonde man sat on the edge of the bed, the syringe clasped in one hand. Dave watched as Taylor slid it 
beneath his own skin. Blood bubbled into the plastic vial and inched past the black markers. When Taylor 
removed the needle, a droplet of blood escaped from his vein and Dave had to resist the urge to scoop it up. 
I'm going to give you this," Taylor softly said. "It will help you relax." 


"How? The last dose you gave me sent me to some crazy places." 
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"Please trust me on this." 


With a sigh, Dave nodded. He had little option but to trust the other man. While Taylor may have been a being 
from another dimension, Dave had taken to referring to him in the masculine form. For that was the form 
that Taylor had chosen to show him. If he chose another way of presenting himself then Dave would change 
how he referred to him. 


The needle slid into the cannula and locked him. Despite there being no pain, Dave still couldn't stop himself 


from wincing as the blood entered his system. 


A warm haze settled over him and Dave felt his eyes begin to grow heavy. His joints began to relax and his 


body followed. Sinking back into the bed, he drifted off to sleep. 


His dreams were pleasant, unlike the visions of the previous few days. They were warm and filled with sunlight. 
His daughters laughter echoed around him. As the image slowly came into view, Dave found himself sitting 
beside the pool at home. The sky was clear and the girls splashed one another, squealing as the water danced 
across them. A gentle breeze tickled the trees and Dave could just make out the sound of traffic in the 
distance. Around him was the smell of freshly cut grass, the blossoming flowers and the tinge of chlorine in 
the pool. 


As he watched his daughters play in the pool, that's when the realisation of what he was doing hit Dave. The 
dredging through the universe. The nightmares. The visions. The travels to destinations unknown. It was all for 
his daughters. And not just them but every person on the planet. If what he was doing could stop whatever 

doom and gloom was coming then it had to be done. And Taylor had chosen him, a musician who'd come from 


humble beginnings to grow in to one of the world's largest rock stars. People did as he said. They listened to 


him and imitated him. They wanted to be him. If he was the one who had to save the world, then so be it. 


Yet to go from standing on a stage at a stadium to walking the world's stage was a difficult transition and one 
he hadn't prepared himself for. Social anxiety was something he didn't deal with very often. When he did have 
to deal with it it was normally through the medium of alcohol. This time there would be no alcohol involved. He 


would have to go out there stone cold sober and tell the world what he knew. 


Speaking before, and for, a global audience terrified Dave. The people at his concerts were the people he 


associated with; the music lovers, party goers and scene kids. They were his congregation and among them he 


felt comfortable. 


But telling the world the truth about their lives was a whole other matter. He would be labelled as crazy, 
insane and delusional. Words that no one had ever used to describe him would be thrown around like leaves in 
the wind. He was the one who would upset the status quo and it was a thought that didn't sit comfortably 
with him. 


He would have to prepare well and supplement his speech with artefacts and research. He would have to prove 


the link between the physical world and the planets overlords. But how? Many had gone before him and tried 
the same. All had been branded as lunatics and conspiracy theorists. Dave had no desire to follow in their 


footsteps. 


Idly he ran his hand around the back of his neck. Beneath his hair lay a reminder, tattoo that also served to 
watch his back. He'd already started this trail many years before. Now it was time for him to start leaking 


tidbits to the media and cement himself as everyone's favourite lovable kook. 
Dave smiled to himself and tilted his head back to look at the clear blue sky. 


"| believe," he murmured to himself. "I believe." 


| need to go back to LA," he said. 
Taylor looked at him quizzically. "Why?" 


Sitting amid a pile of books and torn up sheets of paper, Dave returned his attention to the flow chart he'd 
pinned to the wall. He'd mapped out exactly how he could break the story to the world, starting with outing 
himself as a card carrying conspiracy theorist. Albeit one with a sweet smile and nice nature. There'd be no 


screaming paranoia and no early morning podcasts. Just him, his smile, and a shrug as he admitted that, yes, 


he believed in UFO's and a whole bunch of strange stuff. 


Despite its size, the room was beginning to feel claustrophobic, the air thick and humid. The heavy drapes did 
little to help and Dave longed to open them and flood the room with light. Taylor had left a tray of food on the 
table but it did nothing for Dave. Even though he'd made a protest in favour of steak, once it had been 
presented to him Dave had discovered that his appetite had long since left. Instead, he allowed the blonde man 
to continue feeding him via the nasal tube and he drank nothing but coffee and water. 


"Because | need to set my plan in to action. So | need you to restart time for me so that | can make an 


" 
appearance. 


Taylor pulled out a chair and sat down. "Ah, yes. Your plan to put yourself back in the limelight and portray 


yourself as someone who's a friend, yet equally as strange." 


"That's the one." Picking up a notebook, Dave scrawled a few more notes before letting it lie in his lap. "l'm 


scared." 


"I know you are. Its something you keep repeating and | don't blame you for your fear. What you've been 
tasked with is something that no one on this planet can imagine. You have to convince the entire human race 
that they're enslaved. You're the one who has to pull them away from their TV's and phones and mindless 
gossip. You have to make them believe. The question is, how?" 


Dave paused and glanced at the pages that rested on his legs. His handwriting was nearly illegible such was the 
ferocity of his writing. "| don't know," he said. "I really don't know." 
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The journey home was a nightmare. The IOI was, unsurprisingly, gridlocked, the traffic curling away into the 
distance. Dave had tried to find the traffic alerts on the radio. But he found that he already knew what they 
were going to say. The freeway was at a standstill due to an accident and there was nothing he could do 


except limp to the next off ramp. 


His mind was crackling with information. Garbled prayers, pleas, threats and promises buzzed through his head, 
He watched the final moments of life through the eyes of a condemned man. He felt another begin as a child's 
first, precious heartbeat blossomed. The world around him seemed to be just as he'd left it. And, at the same 
time, it wasn't the same. It was as though he was looking at the world through a filter, a haze emanating from 


everything around him. 


Taylor had carefully removed the feeding tube from Dave's nose. His throat felt as though it had been 
sandpapered but he was free to eat whatever he wanted. Dave's first port of call, now that he had a few days 
free from living in his head, was his favourite steak house. On his return to Taylor's, he'd have the tube 


reinserted. Eating was of no interest to him while he was trying to piece together the clues of their world. 


The only other car in the driveway was Jordyn's. Not that Dave was expecting anyone else to be there and, if 
anyone had visited, they were probably long gone. He suspected that the band, and probably their management, 
would have paid her a visit in their search for their golden goose. But there would be no more golden eggs. 

There was no more band. There would be no more sell out tours. The journey he was taking was one he had to 


take alone. No one, not even his wife, would know the full extent of what he was doing, nor what he knew. 


Exiting the car, Dave stood and took in his house. It was all his, the material manifestation of the wealth he'd 
gained. He could feel the love that melted from the building, the adoration of his family embedded in the bricks 


and mortar. 

His feet crunched over the gravel as he made his way to the front door. The sun beat down, turning 
everything lightening white and burning through the sunglasses he wore. Now he knew why Taylor lived in 
perpetual darkness. The sun no doubt did the same thing to his sight. 

He took a deep breath before he opened the door. He'd been away for several days even before Taylor had 
stopped time. Several days without contact was unusual for Dave. Everyone was always at the end of a phone 
call or an email. To have been totally isolated from the world had been both terrifying and liberating. It was 
something that Dave wasn't scared to face again. 

He could hear the kids playing somewhere in the house. The TV chattered away elsewhere in the house. 


"Jordyn?" 


Dave frowned when he received no response. He walked through the house, checking the ground floor rooms. 


Toys were strewn across the floor of the living room and crockery sat beside the sink. The coffee machine 


was on, filling the kitchen with that rich, tempting scent. 


He saw them through the kitchen window. The girls were playing in the pool, his wife sitting beside it, 
sunglasses on her face and a book in her lap. Cautiously he walked through the open doors and out onto the 
patio. The cries of his children became louder, almost unbearably so. When they saw him, their screams of 
"Daddy!" pierced through his skull. Walking to the edge of the pool, he crouched down, smiling as he received 
soggy hugs and damp kisses. 


"The wanderer returns," he blonde woman behind him said. Dave could hear the smile in her voice and he 


turned to look at her. 
"Don't | always return?" 
"Sometimes | wonder if that latest bottle of booze or new grill will catch your eye and steal you away." 


Chuckling softly, Dave got to his feet and wandered over to her. He gave her a kiss before collapsing onto the 
adjacent sun lounger. Silently he watched the kids play in the pool before he spoke. 


‘lm only back for a few days. I've gotta do some stuff before | take off again” 
There was the rustle of pages as Jordyn put the book down. "Where to?" 


"Back up to that house. The studio's nearly finished and | want to get it just right. It might take me another 
week It's pointless trying to get back here every night so I'll stay up there." 


"Nothing else you want to tell me?" 


He desperately wanted to tell her. He wanted to talk about everything he'd seen and experienced. He wanted to 
tell her the truth and fill her in on what was happening with, and to, the world. 


"Yeah," he sighed. "I've got stuff to tell you but | can't. Not right now. But soon. | promise." 


Once he'd showered and dressed himself in fresh clothes, Dave grabbed his phone and began driving out of the 
valley and in to the city. There were people he wanted to see and places he needed to visit. His first stop was 
a small print music magazine called LA Underground He'd been dealing with them for years and they could get 
news out far quicker than any of the bigger guys could. Dave had never asked them what kind of strange 
voodoo they used for getting the word out. But they did it without asking and he was grateful for their help 


over the years. 


Their office was in a former apartment building just off of Hollywood Boulevard. He pulled into the parking lot 


and made his way inside. Aaron, the magazine's senior editor, looked surprised to see him. 

‘Its not like you to drop by unannounced. What can we do for you?" 

Dave shook the man's offered hand. "Got some news for you. You got your camera set up?" 

The redhaired man nodded. "Sure. Its in my office. Do you want a drink?" 

"Coffee or water is good." 

Aaron's office looked a lot like every office Dave had ever been in. The walls were white and the windows 
overlooked the leafy street. Framed photographs and magazine covers were dotted over the walls. With the 
camera pointed at him, Dave took a sip of his coffee. He could see his reflection in the lens. Already he could 
tell the difference in his demeanour. At one point he could have hidden what was going on. Even his eyes hadn't 
betrayed his darkest secrets. But now everything was on show, every emotion and thought swimming across 
his face. 


Aaron sat opposite him, elbows on the desk and eyes trained on Dave. "Start whenever you want, Dave." 


He smiled sweetly for the camera. It was the smile he bought out for every media occasion, the one that lit 


up his face and showed off his dimples. 


"We're putting out an EP," he happily declared. "You know, stuff that didn't make it on to other albums. It's 


gonna be free so people need to keep an eye on the website." 
"Are you making another album at the moment?" 


"No, not right now. Well, we're in the process of writing it," he lied "But we haven't started recording. It's why | 
want to give the fans something. It's to say thank you for their patience." 


Aaron raised an eyebrow. "Is this what you came to tell me?" 


Dave's smile widened and he nodded. He knew how to play the media game. But so did Aaron and he could tell 
that Dave had so much more to tell. 


"Anything else you want to tell me?" 
"Yeah," Dave began. "You know, I've been doing a lot of thinking recently and | realise how fortunate | am to be 
doing what l'm doing. | love my job and | love making music. But, you know, if | wasn't doing this I'd probably be 


working in space sciences. Maybe an astronomer or something." 


Aaron nodded before he spoke. "Interesting. Your band name is linked to the stranger side of space and | don't 
know if you've ever told us. Dave, do you believe in UFO's? If so, have you ever seen one?" 


Bingo! That was just what Dave needed. "Yeah, | believe in them. Have done since | was a kid Have | seen one? 


I've seen a few over the years. Normally on long drives through the night time desert. You see some weird 


stuff out there at night." 
"Hallucinations?" 


"No, they were real all right. They were flying along the freeway as though using it to guide them. It's a 
beautiful sight that I'll never forget." 


Dave left with a smile on his face. Phase one of his plan was in action and he knew that, at that moment, 
Aaron was uploading the entire interview to their website. Within an hour, every major music site would be 
carrying it. By the end of the day, it would be on every big news station. They were releasing a free EP plus 
the singer was a little on the weird side. What wasn't to like? 


He rarely revealed personal details about himself. Even his daughters births had never been announced. Instead 
they'd somehow made it in to the media via someone who knew them. Dave had never found out who it was. 
For so many years, the skeletons had remained in his closet. But now it was time to air some of them out and 


give them a chance to dance. 


He was on the IOl when his phone rang. Dave grinned as he saw his manager's name flash across the screen 


After a moment, the car automatically answered for him. 
"Hey, Todd. How's it going?" 


"Free EP, Dave?! Are you out of your freaking mind?! Not only that but where the hell have you been for the 


last few days. Every time anyone calls it says that your phone is out of service." 


Dave navigated between two trucks as he replied, "Fixing that studio for that guy, remember? There's no 
signal up in the hills. I'm nearly done. Give me another two weeks or so and I'll be back with you. So yeah, this 
EP. | want you to have the band go through everything we've never released and start picking stuff. We'll call 
it Patience. Get the artist guy that did the last tour posters for us and have him design a cover and some 
shirts. We'll recoup the costs with some merch. That should shut you up for a couple of hours." 


"You need to come in to the office for this one, Dave." His manager didn't sound happy and Dave didn't blame 
him. He'd just dropped a ticking bomb into the guy's lap. 


"No can do. | need to get back to this guy. Rest assured, I'll come and sign off on the finished product.” 


"One week, Dave. You've got one week." 


"Sure. I'll pop in to the office in a week's time. Can't promise I'll stay but I'll come and listen over what you've 


all been doing. Take care, Todd. See you in a week" 


With a grin, he ordered the car to end the call and shut off his phone. 


Pulling into the drive of his house, Dave had one final thing he needed to do before he started answering the 


barrage of messages and calls he'd be receiving. 


Turning his phone back on, he ignored the shocked messages from his band mates and logged on to his social 
media accounts. Now that the news was starting to go global, he had every intention of announcing it on their 
profiles. Millions of people followed them with millions more watching their every move via news sites and 
search engines. What they were doing had the potential to grab the attention of the entire world. And that was 
just what Dave intended. 


Navigating to the band's profiles, Dave clicked the icon to begin writing a message. Yet nothing happened. 
Frowning, he tried again only for the same thing to happen When he tried a third time, a message from the 
site appeared. 


You have been locked out of making any alterations to this profile. This includes posting updates, photographs, 


events, and changing any profile information including your photograph. Please contact your social media managers 


for more information. 
Sinking back into the seat, Dave stared at his phone. He already knew why Todd had had him locked out. 


They all thought he was mad. 


I8 


His phone lay shattered at the bottom of the stairs. Despite his best efforts and Jordyr's gentle 


encouragement, Dave couldn't sleep. Instead, he sat on the porch and watched the rain. 


His anger and frustration had boiled over and, within seconds, the heavens had opened. Lightning seared across 
the black sky and thunder boiled in its wake. While Dave had finally calmed down, the storm showed litle sign 
of abating. 


Wrapped in a blanket, he'd pushed one of the metal chairs from under the wooden roof and out into the rain. 
His bare feet were propped on it, the warm water tickling his skin and slowly calming his nerves as the rain 
hammered at the roof. From time to time, he shivered and curled himself deeper in to the blanket. Dave tried 
to let his mind wander away from the obstacles that were being thrown in his way. People, whether human or 


not, wanted to stop him from doing what he needed to. 


In Todd's case, the most logical answer was that Dave had thrown him for a loop. Announcing an unplanned, 
unrecorded record on the internet to millions of people was potential career suicide. If they didn't deliver, 
they'd be hauled under the bus. If they took more than a couple of weeks before they released it, they'd be 
hauled under the bus. But Dave didn't care any more. No on got as far as he had in the industry without 
growing a thick skin And even if they never worked again, each of them was financially set for the rest of 


their lives. 


Not that money would matter soon The feeling lingered in Dave's stomach that something was going to happen 
Whatever it was, he couldn't see it. He couldn't lock on to that part of the grid and see what was being 
planned. All he knew was that it was something big and would change humanity as they knew it. Which was why 
Taylor had brought him in. Not only did Dave have to discover this secret, he had to reveal to the world as 
quickly as possible. 


Another lash of lightning sheered through the sky. He could walk away from his life in an instant. All it would 
take was one thought and he'd back in the forest. But he couldn't. There were things he needed to do first. 


Once he'd picked up a new phone, Dave drove to the studio. He needed to face the wrath of his friends. Once 
that was done, he could go back to the house in the hills and disappear forever. 


There were already several cars in the parking lot. Most he recognised. Several he didn't. Getting out of his 
own, Dave made his way to the door and strode in He was ready to fight if it was needed. 


Sitting around the small lobby were his band. Todd was leaning against one wall. Other people, strangers Dave 


didn't know, looked at him sternly. 


Todd stepped forward. "Dave." 
He gave a curt nod, bluntly ignoring everyone else. "Toda." 
"You know what this is." It was a statement, not a question. 


"Yeah. | believe its known as an intervention in these circles. | call it fucking around with my life." Dave looked 
at his four band mates. "Listen and listen good. You're my band. Not Todd's. | want you to go through the 
archives and find any songs that interest you. If they're in a usable state, put them to one side. If they're not, 
re-record what you can and layer my vocals over the top. Put it together, four or five songs, that's all. Get 
the artwork together. You guys will know who to use. Get all the tech guys on board to make sure we've got 
what we need to get it out there. | don't care who you have to pull in. Do it. | want to stop the world with 
this." He lifted a hand and pointed at their manager. "Under no circumstances do you listen to that man. He 
doesn't want us to do this. I'll be back in two weeks to help you release it” 


With one last look at the people in the room, Dave turned and left. He was beyond angry and knew that if he'd 
stayed it would have come to blows. Someone, most likely their manager would have ended up in hospital. At 
that moment, he didn't know who Todd was. The man who'd been with them for most of their professional life 
was suddenly an enigma, someone whose life was as much of a lie as his was. Who was Todd? Did he really 


have the band's best interests at heart? Was he worried that they'd lose money with the EP? Or had he been 


drawn in by other, darker, forces and was now running scared that his golden goose was about to stop laying? 


Dave stopped only to say goodbye to his family before he began for Taylor's It broke Dave's heart to leave 
them behind. Not only that but he'd lied to them. He'd told them that all he was doing was putting a new 
record out when it was something far larger. His entire body was screaming at him to go back and confess all 
But, for the moment, that was impossible. No one would believe him. It was why Todd had called in 
psychiatrists and psychotherapists. Dave suspected that inpatient treatment had also been arranged for if he'd 
started to display dangerous behaviours. 


He drove like a man possessed, weaving in and out of traffic. For twenty-four hours, he'd managed to keep his 
new abilities under control. The world had seemed normal, buildings had been solid, there had been only people 
and traffic on the streets rather than just their opaque outlines, and he'd felt.. nothing. He hadn't sensed what 


was going to happen next. Hadn't seen the future. Hadn't had an inkling of any horrors of what was to come. 


As he pulled into Taylor's drive, Dave felt a wave settle over him. It was heavy, yet refreshing, much like 
being in the sea Abilities slowly began to return to him. First it was the voices chattering through his head, 


quiet at first but growing in volume and frequency. 


Stepping out on to the road, Dave looked out over Los Angeles. The seething grey cloud he'd seen on his drive 
down once more lingered over the city, swirling and pulsing and growing darker with every moment. He could 
feel the souls that were trapped within it, some human, some not, some deceased, most from the living. 


Because that was Los Angeles; a city where people sold their souls to live the dream that was in their minds. 


He walked back across the gravel drive and to the front door. Placing his hand against it, Dave took a deep 
breath. He had everything to play for and nothing left to lose. 


The house, as always, stood in darkness. The only sounds were the ones in his head and Dave found that he 
didn't need the lights to guide him through the building. Instead, his instincts were more than enough and it 
wasn't long before he found himself climbing the stairs as he made his way to Taylor's bedroom. 

Standing before the door, he took a deep breath before he knocked. He stood in silence as he waited for a 
reply. When he didn't get one, he quietly opened the door. Through the gloom, he could see a figure sprawled 
beneath the covers. He was about to step into the room when Taylor spoke. 

"You're back sooner than | thought you would be." 

Dave paused in the doorway. "Yeah. Yeah, | am." 

"Did you achieve what you set out to do?" The figure didn't move. "You can come in. I'm not going to bite." 
That made Dave smile and he stepped into the room. 


"| think | did," he replied. 


"You angered your manager. This was going to happen Not everyone is going to want to hear your message. 


Come and sit on the bed It's easier to talk when you're not halfway across the room." 

Kicking off his shoes, Dave sat on the bed and swung his legs up. He leaned back against the wall and looked 
down at the being beneath the blankets. Taylor rolled on to his back and, through the near-darkness, Dave 
watched a smile spread over the other man's lips. 

"| didn't think you needed sleep?" Dave asked. 

"| dont" Taylor stretched and pulled himself upright. "But its such a luxury, isn't it? To lie down and close 
your eyes and forget about all that is happening. To curl up beneath a pile of warm covers and listen to the 
storm as it rages overhead. It's a beautiful thing and | do enjoy it. Join me, if you wish." 


Dave smiled at the blonde man. "I'm fine for the moment, thanks. I'm not sure about my manager.” 


"| know you're not. What worries you about him?" 


"| don't think he's." Dave paused to try and find the right turn of phrase. "I don't think he's normal." 

"Who is?" Taylor asked. 

"This is true. But when | say normal, | mean | think he's being influenced by outside sources." 

"Such as?" 

"Such as someone who works for those we do not speak of" 

Taylor's hand came to rest on his leg and Dave looked down at him. He gave the man a tight smile. 

"You can speak of them," Taylor said. "Nothing you say in this house will influence the outcome of what you 
need to do. They can't hear you here. l'm sure you noticed that when you went back down in to the valley the 
abilities you had disappeared?" 

Dave nodded. "Yeah. Yeah, | did." 

"That's because this house, and the land it stands on, is not of this world. It does not exist out in the normal 
world." 

"| thought it did," he said. 

"It did once upon a time but it was destroyed in the fire of 2007" 


"So this is a ghost?" 


"Yes, to a fashion," Taylor replied. "But it's far more elaborate than that. As you've been discovering. Tell me 


more about your manager. Why do you suspect him of not being true to himself?" 


Dave sighed and turned his attention from Taylor. Instead, he focused on the wall at the foot of the bed. He 


could just make out the pattern on the wallpaper. 


"As you know, | announced that we were going to put out an EP. A thank you, if you will, to our fans for their 
patience. Obviously I'm planning on dropping off the face of the planet for a while and | wanted to leave 
something as a bit of a reminder. Not just to the fans, but to us as well. | want it to come out in two weeks. 


That's when I'll go back down into the valley and make this announcement.” 
"Do you think you can have it ready in that time?" Taylor asked. 
"I think so, yes. Anyway," Dave continued, "as you can imagine, he wasn't happy about that. He locked me out of 


all of the band's accounts before calling in psychiatrists. | also know that he had inpatient treatment arranged. 


He thinks I'm mad, Taylor. Thinks I'm crazy and should be locked away." 


"A lot of people are going to think that, Dave, and you're going to have to face up to. There will be a lot of 
people who think you need help or that you have lost your mind. You need to be prepared for them. This was 
a test, if you will, to see how you deal with that. However, those who believe you will far outweigh those who 
don't. You will have support from many places, some which you will never have thought of before. You may 
not see them now but you will with time. Have faith in yourself, and in those on the outside. You are not 
walking this path alone." 


Dave smiled softly and bent down to press a kiss to Taylor's forehead. It was the first time he'd made such a 
gesture yet he felt like he had to become closer to the blonde man. For, at that moment, Taylor was the only 
one who believed him. 

"Thank you," Dave murmured. 

"You're welcome." 


‘lm going to make a coffee and then go back to the tree house. Do you want anything?" 


"Just for you to follow the light, Dave. The road may be rocky at times but it will lead you to the truth." 
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This is the journey you have to take by yourself. Some call it the Dark Nght of the Soul. Youll find your own 


name for it 


With his bare feet propped on the railings of the tree house and a mug of coffee cradled in his hands, Dave 
watched the storm unfold amid the trees. Lightening cut through the night, illuminating the forest around him 
while the rain hammered at the trees and small cabin. For now, it would be permanently night and the rains 
would last as long as he inhabited the wooden house. He had asked for them to come and soothe the pains that 


rattled through his body and mind. 


Dave was familiar with the term that Taylor had used despite his leaning toward atheism. He'd never thought 
of himself as being spiritual yet, over the past days, he'd learned that he was so much more than a mere 
piece of flesh. Something inhabited his body, something that made him sentient. Many people would call it a 
soul. Others would call it a mere electrical impulse, a fluke of nature that allowed him to walk, talk and think. 
With his new found knowledge, Dave felt that it was so much more. He wanted to share it with the world and 
prove that so many things were wrong. The world's religions were right, there was something ethereal about 
the human body. At the same time, all that they did in the name of their chosen religion was wrong. There 
was no need for war, no need for bloodshed and death. They were all equal in the eyes of whoever had created 


them. 


But in order to fully embrace it, Dave first had to lose himself. He had to dig far deeper than he'd dared to 
and see wonders untold. He had to face demons, both his own and those that had plagued the world for so 
many years. He may, at some point, have to face his own death. And, as much as it had terrified him for so 


many years, the thought of no longer existing in a mortal sense no longer scared him. 


Placing the mug to one side, Dave wrapped the thick blankets around himself. They were draped around his 
head and over his legs, hiding him from the occasional chill that rolled through the warm air. He shivered and 
rolled his shoulders as droplets of water trickled over his feet and along his ankles. Taking a deep breath, he 
closed his eyes. 


It could have been seconds or it could have been hours. But when he opened them again Dave found a beautiful 
being sitting beside him. They were dressed from head to foot in white and he couldn't tell if they were male 
or female. Their eyes were the clearest blue and their hair looked like spun gold. They appeared to be bathed in 
a white light, giving the impression that they glowed. 

Dave frowned yet the being only smiled. 


"Hello, Dave." Their voice was strange as though it was a mix of every accent on the planet. 


He paused before replying. "Hi." 


"My name is Barachiel. | have been sent to give you the information you require." 


Dave raised an eyebrow. "Your name is related to Christianity," he said. "| thought this world was free of 


religion? | thought that religion was an illusion created by the Nighwalkers in order to enslave man?" 


"I is," the angelic looking being replied. "But you're being sent images like myself because instantly recognisable 


in the Western world. My true form would make no sense to you in your current state." 


With his hands tucked beneath the blankets, Dave hunkered down. His gaze moved between the angel and to the 


forest and back again. 
"What is your true form?" 


"I am a light being and part of the Grid. | am an extension of the Creator, a being that, like myself, is referred 


to by many names. My true form does not exist on any wave length that humans can interpret.” 
"But we're not in a human place right now," Dave said. 


"This is true. But you would still not be able to understand me. For a start, our languages, for the moment, 
are incompatible. The beings that the religions call angels, demons, deities, and malak are beings from the Grid 
taking on forms that are recognisable to the human population. Demons and their ilk come from the Control 


Grid. The light beings, like myself, come from the Grid, the one that you can now see and communicate with." 
"So the things | see attached to people in the city-?" 


He watched Barachiel intently. Flecks of light danced around the angel's head and his blue eyes - for, to Dave, 
much like Taylor Barachiel felt male - were warm with love. He gave off a feeling of hope and Dave found 
himself longing to fall into the being's arms and capture the emotion for himself. At that precise moment Dave 
felt so alone, abandoned and tricked by those he loved. He'd given them his heart and, in his eyes, they'd 
betrayed him for their own ends. Money and power had a far greater pull than any kind of love. 


"Have come from one of the Grids, yes," Barachiel replied. "You're just translating them in a way that is 


understandable to you." 
"Okay." He paused. "What are you here for?" 


"To pass on the information that has been imparted on me. You have questioned your manager and, 


unconsciously, those close to you including your wife and band." 


Images, much like an early zoetrope, flickered before him. He could still see the forest through them and the 
voices of those portrayed were clear. The images clearly showed several people he knew - Todd, Jordyn, and 


the rest of his band - sitting around a conference table. 


They spoke about him and the words they used were frank and wounding. Money. Loss of earnings. Loss of 
status. Loss of control 


There was talk of bringing him back in line. What project could they tempt him with? Who did he most want to 
work with? Could they be brought in to help? Ultimately, whatever they decided had to be seen as though it 
was Dave's decision He had to appear to come willingly back to the fold. If he didn't come back.. 


"We'll sign him in to inpatient treatment," Jordyn said. "Make it look like a breakdown. Not addiction or anything 
of that ilk. It's taken us years to cultivate that squeaky clean image. To destroy it now would ruin everything 
that we've built." 


Todd raised an eyebrow. "You're willing to sign him over like that?" 


The blonde woman snorted and Dave felt his eyes begin to smart with tears as she spoke again. "Do you 
honestly think I'd willingly marry thaf? Todd, you know as well as anyone that l'm paid very handsomely to be 
with him. I'll sign whatever you want. Just don't kill him." 


"No!" Dave slammed a hand through the images, causing them to shatter like glass. The pieces tumbled away, 
disappearing as quickly as they had appeared. "She didn't! She wouldn't! She loves me!" 


‘lm sorry," Barachiel said softly. 
"For what?!" Dave demanded. "For lying to me?!" 
"| did not lie, Dave." 


"How do | know that?" 


He swung around to look at the being beside him. In that moment, all Dave wanted to do was kill him. The rage 
that swirled through him was out of control and Dave knew that if he didn't bring it down he'd do far more 


damage than he cared for. 


The being looked at him sadly, its blue eyes shimmering with tears. "Just look for yourself, Dave, and you'll 
uncover the truth." Barachiel fell silent before speaking again. "You think you're not being controlled, but you 
are. You only suspect that such things happen, a figment of the imagination. But your control doesn't come 
from poverty or the need for attention or material items. You are a man of simple pleasures. Instead you are 
the one who is being used to control others. Everything you do is, in the most basic form, used as a 
marketable product to keep people enslaved to their devices and credit cards. People will get into debt, die even, 
to spend a moment in your presence. And you may not know that you yourself are a puppet to those in power. 


Congratulations, Dave. You have just uncovered the first layer of control." 


Dave felt tired as he asked, "How?" 


"That not everything is as it seems. Your manager will answer to someone." 

"He runs his own company," Dave interjected. 

"| know. But somewhere in the background will be a person who forces his hand. Your wife-" 

"Can you make this quick?" The thought of Jordyn and the possible betrayal made him feel cold and ill 


"I can. She was picked for you by your management tea. They would have answered to another group of people. 


And so on and forth along the chain under we reach those that no one knows about." 

"How do | find them?" Dave asked. "I need to expose them." 

Despite the slight humidity in the air, Dave still felt cold. He pulled the blankets tighter around himself and 
looked out to the forest. Rain trickled through the leaves and branches, its gentle smell familiar and 


comforting. 


"The Nightwalkers are among us, in the shadows. You may find them in the most mundane of places or living 


beyond the realms of your imagination" 

Hunched down in the wicker chair, Dave looked at Barachiel. "Where do | start?" 

Follow your heart, Dave." Barachiel smiled softly before he stood and began to leave. 
"Will | see you again?" 

The light being paused and turned back to Dave. "You only have to call and | will come." 


Dave's face fell as a thought crossed his mind. With a heavy heart, he said, "Can | ask you one last question 


before you go?" 
"OF course." 
"My children..?" His voice trailed off and his throat suddenly felt dry. 


"Are yours. Do not worry about them. They will not become a part of this." 


Compared to his own house, the bedroom of the cabin was cosy and comfortable. Nestled in the eaves of the 
sloping roof, it had a large bed set beneath the windows. The mattress was deep and the blankets and pillows 
were thick. Candlelight shimmered off of the pale wooden walls and Dave had cracked the windows open so that 


he could listen to the sounds of the forest. 


Lying on the bed, Dave lost himself in the world within his head, stepping from one to the next as he searched 
for the world's elusive overlords. He clutched a pen in his right hand and unconsciously scrawled notes as clues 


rose and faded and rose once more. 


He found himself standing on the outer limits of Earth's atmosphere. Gazing down at the beauty beneath him, 
he wondered how anyone could possibly want to control, or destroy, such a creation Clouds swirled across the 


surface, giving him glimpses of the lands and seas that lay below. 

The grid surrounded him, streaks of light bolting along the brightly lit channels. Thoughts, ideas and memories, 
all of them joining in the global population in a single consciousness. A consciousness that the people of Earth 
didn't entirely realise existed. People talked about it and some practised it, desperately tapping into what they 
believed was the Grid. In reality, their connections were with the Control Grid and, after a while, many fell 
away and returned to the ranks of the non-believers. Most people didn't believe. To them, they each person 
was their own being. None of them realised that they could access the rest of the world through thought 
alone. 

And that was the plan of businesses and governments around the world. If people did manage to break away, it 
would put every communications company out of business. The five hundred dollar phone that most people 
owned would become obsolete overnight. 

| know what you're looking for. 

The words stunned Dave and he glanced around himself. All he found was darkness. 

You won't tind them. 

"Who is this?" he asked. 


Never mind that. You're walking a dangerous line. 


Dave took a step closer to the voice. All he felt was the cool rush of the atmosphere. Somewhere, his body 


lay in a bed while he wandered from place to place in search of those who never showed their faces 
"| know," he said. "I don't particularly care." 

That didnt deter the voice in his skull. Leave. 

Beneath his feet, one of the channels glittered, a highway that was paved with light and love and good 
intentions. Slowly he began to walk along it, placing one foot in front of the other as though he was a tightrope 


walker. 


"l'm not leaving." 


Weill see that you leave. 
Dave kept his head lowered and his eyes followed the channel. "I'm sure you will” 


He continued to walk, one step at a time. Slow and steady. He refused to let the voice scare him, knowing that 


was exactly what it wanted 
HI be slow and panful 

"| dont care" 

fm sure you will 


One foot in front of the other. That was all he needed to do. Sooner or later, whoever he was up against would 


begin to run scared. And he had all the time in the world to force them to do that. 


"l'm sure | won't," Dave replied. "I've seen untold dangers and faced numerous hardships. | know that there are 
more to come. You can threaten me all you like and | will never care because | know that I'm on the path | 


should be." 
The wrong path 
Dave smiled to himself. "The right path." 


He paused and balanced on his toes. Someone's thoughts raced beneath his feet, the brief ball of light blinding 
as it raced to its receiver. Crouching down, he placed his hand on the highway of light. As the next flash raced 
beneath his fingers, he saw all that the person back on Earth was thinking about and it broke his heart. 


Love, loneliness, and the need to chase it away. The thoughts came from a woman, one that was crying in her 
room. She clutched a pillow and sobbed, begging someone, anyone, to come and warm her pained heart. Her 


blonde hair fell across her face and her beautiful eyes were turned to the ceiling above her. 


She was the reason he was doing what he was doing. She and billions of others who wanted to live in freedom 
away from the expectations that had been forced on them by the world. The crying woman was just the tip of 
the iceberg. Beyond her were millions of others who were being used, abused and ground down by a system 
that demanded perfection and ridiculed flaws. Everyone ached for a better world and it was him who had been 


tasked with creating it. 


"lm not leaving," he murmured. "Not now, not ever." 
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The world that Dave now inhabited was like no world he'd ever known before, nor had expected to ever see. 
Remaining in the cabin, he travelled from one place to the next in search of those who needed to be brought 
to justice. Somewhere, amid the haze of his comings and goings, he was aware of Taylor's presence. The tube 


was inserted back into his nose and an IV was placed in his arm. 


Dave stepped from country to country, city to city, street to street as he searched every inch of the planet. 
Clues became trails, each linking the other. In Dubai he found a correlation between oil companies. All were 
owned by one huge multi-national corporation. He followed their trail back to London and, after many hours 
spent in the darkness of the British Library's most hidden archives, found that they were responsible for 
suppressing technology that would have avoided the planet's reliance on fossil fuels. Zero-point energy, cures 
for terminal illnesses, and intersellar travel solutions had all been squirrelled away in the shadowy corners of 


old nuclear bunkers. 


It was the same with the medical and communications companies. All came under the umbrellas of two single 
corporations. The more he wandered, the more discovered that everything every person on the planet relied on 


was controlled by just twelve monolithic businesses. 


Like any company, they each had a unique logo to identify them. Yet each logo had similarities that couldn't be 
overlooked, details that, to Dave, linked each and every one of them. For example, Solo Earth Comms was 
represented by an image of the Earth. Lines, that most would interpret as the planet's longitudes and latitudes, 
were superimposed over the top of it. One World Power, the company that held all of their energy businesses, 
also had a logo using a globe. Rather than lines, tiny dots picked out a grid-like system around the image. Both 


images were portrayed in shades of blue. 

Dave knew that, in order to convince the population of what was happening, he needed to have physical proof. 
Artefacts, documents, anything that would prove that he wasn't completely insane. It was with great 
reluctance that he pulled himself away from the worlds he'd been travelling to and back to the cabin 
Exhausted, he lay on the bed and stared at the ceiling. His hand lay on the notebook beside him, its pages 
rumpled and scrawled with notes. Beside the bed stood the IV, bags of solutions hanging from its branches. 
Rain pattered against the roof and the gentle scent of a world that lived drifted from the open window. 
"Don't try to stand," a voice gently said. 

Lifting his head from the pillow, Dave found Taylor sitting beside him. "Hey. How long?" 


"Three weeks, Dave. You've been gone for three weeks." 


Groaning, he lowered his head back to the soft cloud of the pillow. He didn't want to be back in the physical 


world, not when he had to face it with everything he knew. He wanted to go and explore other places, ones 


where the final objective wasn't as sinister. 


| want to be lying on a beach." His voice was rasping and his throat was sore. He coughed a few times and 


closed his eyes. "Can | take a vacation yet?" 


He heard the smile in the blonde man's voice when Taylor replied, "Not yet. But soon" Taylor paused before he 
continued, "Take your time getting up. You haven't moved much over the past weeks. Your body has grown 


weaker because of it but you were taken care of during those days you weren't here." 


"My manager," Dave rasped. "His company comes under another. World One Entertainments. Everything links 
back to that. The TV stations, the newspapers, the record labels. All of them are connected to that one 
company. It's the same with everything else we consume. Every one of them comes under a company designed 
to house it. And all of them have those stupidly simple names. One World Power, Solo Earth Comms, Single 


Planet Medical. How can we be so stupid to miss them?" 


"Because they're buried, Dave. No one knows they're there unless they go digging. And when they do go looking 
there is no record of them. They're hidden from view but also hidden in plain sight. All you have to do is look 
at how the businesses represent themselves in this world. That's the first clue. Colours and images that mean 
something to the other Nightwalkers, ones that they believe hold power over the population. And they do. 
People come to see these logos as representations of wealth and happiness. To be represented by your 
managers company means that you have reached a certain status that most people can only dream of. You 
are then placed on a pedestal for people to look up to. They want to be like you because they believe that you 
have everything.’ 


"But | don't." Dave draped an arm over his eyes. "I thought | did but | don't” 


"Exactly. And that is one of the many things that you must present to the world That those who are famous 
don't have everything that others think they do. Yes, you have money, talent and fame. But all of that has not 
brought you the love or adoration you once believed you had. You thought you had a wife but even she has 
been brought for you, paid to keep up the appearances of a beautiful Hollywood couple. | am so sorry that you 
had to discover that." 


"Me, too," Dave murmured. "Me, too. | felt like | had an ally. Now | know that | have no one." 


"You are not alone," Taylor softly replied. Dave felt the bed depress and he dropped his arm to see Taylor 
sitting beside him. The blonde man smiled softly and laid a hand on Dave's leg. "| am here, as are many others. 
All you have to do is call on us. We are far more powerful than your manager or your wife. Alone, they can 
do nothing to you. Together, they can damage you beyond repair. But we will walk with you, Dave. We will be 
beside you no matter what happens." 


Dave felt himself smile and he closed his eyes once more. His head swam and all he wanted to do was sleep. 


But he knew that he had to get up and go back to the real world 


"Is time still paused?" he asked. 
"It is." 
"| need to go out in to the world. | need physical artefacts." 


"| thought you would say that," Taylor replied "Time will remain stopped for as long as you need it. Once you 
are finished, return here and rest a while. Compile what you need before you have to go and speak." 


To Dave, the world he'd left behind looked exactly the same. The sun still shone and Dave basked in its warmth 


as he stood on Hollywood Boulevard. 


Yet it didn't set. Instead, it hung permanently in one place, its light never fading. The sidewalks were littered 
with the statues of the city's population None of them blinked or breathed. Despite the lights being on green, 
the traffic was at a standstill. Nothing moved, not even the litter that he took a swipe at. 


Everything was as still and as silent as a tomb. Coming from a city where life never stopped, it unnerved Dave 
and he took several hours to take it all in, absorbing the quietness and peace. He'd spent an hour sitting in the 
courtyard of the TCL theatre just looking at the people who'd come to visit the epicentre of the movie 
industry. He'd looked at those who were bent over examining the concrete hand prints or surveying souverirs. 
He'd wandered around those who were taking in the stars on the Walk of Fame. He'd taken a purse from a 
mugger and placed it back into the hand of the woman it had been snatched from. He was there, but he 
wasn't, a figment of the imagination of a planet that had been brought to a halt. 


Following the images he'd seen in his mind, Dave eventually turned and began to walk back on himself. The 
stores changed from high end chains to ones of a lower class. Pawn shops, head shops, cheap convenience 
stores. There were several churches and, in the distance, he could see the headquarters for the Church of 


Scientology. 


Dave found the man huddled in the doorway of a dollar store. Swathes of grey material were pulled around 
him. Long, stringy grey hair cascaded around his shoulders and down his chest. A scraggly beard decorated his 
chin and cheeks and his skin was aged with the horrors of Hollywood. Beside him were two black sacks of what 
Dave presumed were the man's belongings and he was surrounded by racks of sun-curled postcards and 


cheap, polyester baseball caps. To all intents and purposes, the man appeared to be asleep. 


Kneeling before him, Dave took in the pitiful creature. His heart would have broken if he hadn't had an inkling 


of what the homeless man truly was. 


Hanging from the man's neck was the item Dave had been searching for. The pendant, shaped like a globe, 
embodied each of the images he'd seen over the previous days. Flecks of lines swooped around it, glittering in 


the permanent early morning light. From the base of the small pendant hung a pyramid and, beneath that, the 


sun-like eye he'd seen in their building so many nights before. 


Taking a deep breath, Dave reached out and grasped the silver chain. Slowly he began to ease it from the 
layers of material, his fingers searching for a clasp. The man, like every other person on the planet, had 
stopped. He wasn't breathing and he was so still that Dave could have convinced himself that the man was 


dead. 


Finding no clasp, he began to ease the necklace up and over the man's head. While the trinket would mean little 
on its own, it would eventually form part of a bigger picture once placed with the other pieces he intended to 


collect. 

He cursed softly as the necklace became entangled in the man's hair. Even though he knew that the man 
wouldn't feel a thing he was doing, Dave was still careful as he picked at the strands of grey hair, carefully 
untangling them. 

He was so close to the slumbering man that Dave could smell the scent of the street that emanated from the 
man. Every wrinkle and lock of hair was before him and Dave made sure to memorise every one. He felt the 
man twitch but brushed it off as his own movements making the other's body shift. 

"You." The voice was the same one that had spoken to him far above the Earth. 

Holding his breath, Dave moved to face man, a chill settling over him as he watched deep blue eyes open. 

"Oh. Fuck," Dave hissed. 

Reeling back on his heels, Dave took the necklace with him. It snapped in his hands, the pendant shaking down 
into his palm. Sprawled on the pavement, he stared as the man stood with the apparent ease of someone many 
decades younger. The swathes of grey material fell away and the elderly man melted away. In his place was 
someone younger. Their eyes were the deepest blue and jet black hair brushed the waist of their tailored suit. 
They stared down at Dave as though he was nothing, mere dirt on the bottom of their shoe. 

| warned you," they said. "I told you not to follow this path. But you couldn't help it, could you?" 

Scrambling to his feet, Dave stuffed the necklace in his pocket. Fear seared through him and, like a deer 
caught in headlights, he stood still, not daring to move or breathe while everything inside of him screamed at 
him to run 

The being continued to stare at him before reaching out a hand. 


"The necklace, Dave." 


With a lump in his throat, Dave shook his head. The being raised a perfectly shaped eyebrow. 


"Dave, give me the necklace. Do not make me take it by force." 


Focusing everything he had, Dave forced himself to lift his left foot. His energy seemed depleted and his brain 
foggy. The being continued to stare at him, taking another step closer as Dave began to move away. Lowering 
his head, Dave forced himself to concentrate and pushed himself forward. One foot in front of the other, he 
picked up pace and began to sprint back towards his car. From behind him, he heard the creature scream with 


a sound like nothing Dave had ever heard before. 
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"What the fuck happened out there?!" 

Dave stormed into Taylor's house. As always, the building lay in murky darkness, the sun barely touching the 
interior. The door slammed in his wake, echoing along the hallway. Dave kicked doors open as he searched for 
Taylor, locks splintering and shards of wood filling the air. His vision was marred with redness, his rage boiling 
through him. He wanted to find the blonde man and kill him. Wanted to try and force the life from Taylor's 
non-human body and send it back from where it had come. 

He pushed open a final door and found Taylor reclining on a couch, a blanket draped over his legs and a book 
resting in his lap. A lamp arched from behind the couch, its light all but hidden behind a brass shade. He looked 
up as Dave flew in, his face barely flickering at Dave's anger. 


Closing the book, he softly asked, "What happened?" 


"What happened?!" Dave screamed. "What happened?! You said that time had been stopped. You said that | could 
get in and out and nothing would happen. But something did fuckin’ happen." 


Taylor merely blinked at him and Dave had to stop himself from throttling the blonde man. 


"I found the guy | was looking for down on Hollywood. I'd seen him in my travels," Dave continued. He held out 


the necklace. "He had this. | stole it from him. But he woke up, Taylor. He woke the fuck up!" 


Dave watched as the blonde man placed the book to one side and stood up. He took the necklace from Dave's 
palm, his face contorting with disgust at it. 


"Pecunia," Taylor hissed. "Dressed as an old homeless man, yes?" 
"Yeah," Dave replied. "That's him." 


Taylor placed the necklace back in Dave's hand. "That was Mammon, the Nightwalker associated with the 
banking industry. That necklace looks as though it will be useless to all but yourself. It proves nothing." 


"Oh." Dave felt deflated. 


"However, | recommend you take it apart and see what is inside the pendants. There may well be something 


inside of it that will prove your theory to the world” 
Glancing down at the necklace, he nodded. "Okay. Thanks." 


Suddenly Dave was unsure of what to do or say next. Showing the world that they were living a lie was 


proving harder than he first thought. He'd imagined that he'd go out on a stage, a bunch of cue cards clutched 
in one hand, and tell everyone that they needed to look beyond the reflection of what was shown to them. To 
ignore the beauty ads and the television and the greed of the banks and businesses. To start looking after one 
another rather than fighting. While he'd known it would be a battle and that not everyone would believe a word 
that fell from his lips, he knew he had the power to change some minds. And that would cause a ripple effect 


around the planet. 


Pocketing the necklace, he looked up. Taylor stood before him, his face once more serere. Tiny orbs of lights 
floated around the room. They were something Dave had never seen before and his gaze moved beyond the 
man before him to watch them, a smile spreading across his lips as the tiny coloured specks slowly danced 


around one another. The scent of jasmine joined them, chasing away the musty smell of the building. 
"They're beautiful,” he murmured. "What are they?" 


Taylor smiled softly. "They're the good spirits, the ones who are rejoicing over what you are doing. They're 
here to aid you on your journey. I'm happy that you can finally see them." 


"Like Barachiel?" 
"Exactly like Barachiel." 


Dave watched as a pink orb stopped before him. The speck of light broke into thousands of pieces and cascaded 
towards the floor. At first he could see the outline of something that looked human, it's form mostly 
transparent. The pink light swirled and danced until a human-looking winged being stood before him. Blonde hair 
fell around their shoulders and piercing blue eyes smiled at him. Their large white wings arched from their 
shoulder blades and their pale clothing moving with a breeze he couldn't feel. The angelic looking being extended 


a hand. An old book lay on their palm. Dave gingerly took it and the being nodded as they stepped away. 


Flicking through the crisp, yellowing pages, Dave tried to decipher the language. Symbols and phrases were 
written in a language he didn't understand. 


Its Sumerian," Taylor said. "Widely believed to be the language that we, the Nightwalkers, first brought to 
Earth." 


He continued to look through the book, both fascinated and fearful of what the pages held. "And is it?" 

"To a degree, yes. The language is one of the first written languages. We just helped to refine it" Taylor paused 
before continuing, "That book is a primer. It will tell you everything you need to know about the Nightwalkers. 
It is written by us and was left for the Sumerian people." 


Dave sighed and clutched the book to his chest. "But | can't read it" 


"But soon you will. Do not forget the powers that you now possess. Use them to your advantage rather than 


for fearing what the future will bring.” 


The room around him was another place that had once been the space for whomever the wealthy owner was. 
The flocked wallpaper was dotted with shadows of long gone paintings. From the ceiling, a brass light fitting 
hung, its arms devoid of bulbs. Dave was surprised the building even had power; he hadn't spotted any power 


lines. He suspected electricity was something that Taylor had added without a second thought. 
"| cant see what my future holds," he said. 


"You won't," Taylor replied. "And | can't tell you what it will be either. You will see what is coming for humanity 
but your insight for a single person is limited. Only one being knows of your future and that being is neither of 


us. 


Dave sighed and nodded. He glanced at the book before looking back to Taylor. At that moment all he wanted to 
do was to take the other man in his arms and hold him close. Dave had the overwhelming feeling of needing to 
be close to someone, even if their origins weren't of his own planet. Loneliness stained his soul and chilled his 
blood, making tears well in his eyes and his hands tremble. He felt like there wasn't a person he could tell of 


the place he now found himself in. 
"ll - well - Ill go to bed," he murmured. "Thanks. Thanks for everything.’ 


"You're welcome." 


Sprawled on the bed, Dave stared at the glyphs that were etched on to the paper. At first, they made no 
sense, the tiny images seeming to just be series of lines and dots. But the more he flicked through the stiff 


pages, the more he understood. 


Light came from a single bedside lamp. Like many others in the house, it looked as though it had not been 
replaced since the early twentieth century. The bed was large and the mattress was deep. Dave felt as though 


he could get lost in it and never surface, a thought that he'd spent several moments considering. 


The book told of the thirteen Nightwalkers, then known as the Anunnaki. They were described as gods who had 
become human in order to help those who lived upon the Earth. They held court in various places, giving 
advice and leading the way on how the planet should be developed. Each of the Nightwalkers had a designation, 
money, military, food. Once upon a time, Taylor had been known as Villam and had overseen the food and 
farming industries. He had taught them when to sow crops and how to achieve the maximum yield. The 


Sumerian people had also believed that Villam had held the power to make their crops prosper or die. 


Dave didn't flinch when a hand came to rest in the small of his back. Looking over his shoulder, he found 
Taylor standing beside the bed. The blonde man's usual black clothing had been replaced by a red silk kimono 


stitched with images of flowers and leaves. 


"You see worlds that no other will ever see. You will be lambasted and crucified for what you will speak of. Yet 
you will also be hailed as a speaker of truth and that is what you must focus on. Do not look at the negatives. 


Instead turn your eyes toward the light and follow it.” 
Dave smiled softly. "Thanks." 


He moved on to his side when Taylor sat on the edge of the bed. The other man's face was soft and his 
fingers moved to Dave's hip, rubbing gently against the flannel pyjamas that Dave wore. Getting to his knees, 
Dave ran his hand down Taylor's smooth cheek. There wasn't a blemish on the blonde man as though his body 
had been sculpted from the very universe itself. He was the personification of beauty and purity and Dave 
could not imagine the horrors that Taylor had seen before he had decided to give it up and follow his true 
calling. 


"Villam," he murmured. 
"That name is a dead name," Taylor softly replied. "Erased from this world forever." 
"You oversaw their food industries, didn't you?" 


The blonde man gave him a single nod. "I did. | do not any more. Like you, | saw the light. | watched as my 
brothers from the stars began to divide up the Earth for their own ends. For some reason, | refused to follow 
them. | had been created differently and placed here to show them that this world is so much more than 
power. But they refused to listen, as does many of the population. Your world is under a very powerful spell, 
Dave, one that teaches people that money and power are the most beautiful things that they can possess." 


"But they aren't." Dave could feel himself falling beneath another spell, one that drew him ever closer to the 
being that had become his teacher. "| once thought they were. | once thought that in order to be someone | 
had to control everything and everyone. | had to pander to every niche market in order to have it all. | had to 


dictate to the people around me. Even my wife and kids weren't immune from it." 
"And you've learned that this is not the right way." 


Dave closed his eyes as Taylor touched his cheek. He allowed himself to be drawn in, wrapping an arm around 
Taylor's narrow waist in order to steady himself. Like whispers of a summer's breeze, gentle kisses were 
pressed to his lips. Explosions of light danced behind his eyes as Dave revelled in being so close to the person 
who had taken him in. Beneath his fingers he could feel the smooth fabric of Taylor's garment begin to ride up. 
The scent of flowers surrounded them and he could feel himself becoming light headed. 


Without breaking the kiss, Dave melted back to the bed and pulled Taylor down on top of him. The world around 
him disappeared and his focus become on the one who knelt over him. Taylor's fingers were gentle as they 


tickled at the hem of Dave's shirt. He shivered as the fabric was moved along his body, his voice sighing softly 


against Taylor's lips. Dave draped his arms around the other man's neck and gave himself over to their blissful 


union. 
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Dave allowed time to keep on moving. With an EP that was to be released, he needed that to be ready in order 
for him to return to the real world. For a few short days he would trawl the networks and TV shows in order 
to promote it. The promotional script he was writing also included an invitation for people to tune in to a 
special broadcast he'd be making. 

Standing out on the road beside Taylor's house, Dave gazed down at his phone. The cellular reception was weak 
but there was enough to make the call. He dialled the number and waited. Finally someone answered and, pasting 
on his best smile, Dave asked for Alvin Richards. 


"Alvin, its Dave Grohl." 


The voice from the other end of the phone was deep and rich and filled Dave with the confidence he thought 


he was losing. "What can | do for you, Dave?" 


The plan he had was ostentatious but he had decided that the bigger the event, the better. There would be no 


music and no entertainment. Just him talking to millions of people. 

"| need to hire the Bow," he said. "In two weeks time." 

"Right." Alvin, understandably, sounded a little sceptical. 

‘| want as much of the world's media as you can get there. Everyone from the big networks to the small 
blogs. Anyone who asks for a press pass, give it to them. Once you've done that, open the rest of the seating 
up to the general public. | don't want to charge for tickets so make it a lottery.” 

"Dave." The other man's voice was blunt and to the point. "What are you attempting to do?" 


"We're launching this EP," he said. "And | want to do something special.” 


He could tell that Alvin didn't believe him and Dave couldn't blame him. He was asking for a favour so large 


that he doubted even European royalty would have their wish granted. But he had to try. 


There was a long pause before Alvin spoke again, "Okay. I'll see what | can do. Send me an email with your 


outline in it and I'll get in touch with the relevant people. Two weeks, you say?" 
Dave nodded. "Two weeks." 
"Okay. I'll see what | can do. Best of luck, Dave." 


"Thanks." 


Hanging up, he pulled himself onto the low wall and began to compose an email. He listed the date he required 
as well as all the requirements. Sending it To Alvin, he returned indoors. There was nothing else he could do 


other than keep working. 


Time felt strange. Some days it fled like a caught intruder. Others, it felt as though it had slowed to nothing, 
the sun perpetually hanging in the sky. 


Sitting in the garden, Dave took in the sights and sounds that surrounded him. Rarely did he stop to admire 
the view or to smell the flowers. Yet something pressed him to do it. Much like his first astral journey with 
Taylor, he sat crosslegged on a brightly coloured blanket. The sun warmed his skin and, amid the trees, he 
could hear the birds singing. In the distance there was the quiet roar of the traffic, its sound hampered by 
the rise of the hill. He was surrounded by beauty, from the radiant flowers to the soft grass to the tinkling 


of wind chimes among the trees. 


Before him sat everything he had collected on his journeys, the necklace, the book, and a jewel encrusted 
goblet that had come from the marble floored mausoleum that he'd made his first journey to. The crucified 
figure had still been there, as had the twin Rooks. 


Beside the book sat his own translation A few moments research had thrown up an expert in the language, 


meaning that everything could be verified once Dave had given his speech. 


Taylor had spent an evening coaching Dave about the world's pyramid of power. While he'd heard of it, Dave 
hadn't been sure how much of it had been true and how much was the fruit over over active and paranoid 
minds. After listening to Taylor for several hours, Dave was sure that every word he'd ever read was true 


and meant that he'd never look at a dollar bill in the same light again. 


The pyramid of power explained, in a simple version, how the world worked. At the bottom was the every day 
person, the plebs and peasants, those who kept the world working and moving. The bus driver, the accountant, 
the school teacher, the burger flipper, the shelf stacker; all of them were cogs in a machine that they knew 
little about. Above them were people like Dave, musicians, actors, writers and anyone else involved in the 
entertainment industry. Their basic assignment was to keep those below them entertained and blind to what 
was truly happening around them. The less the worker bees knew, the better and it was the job of the 


entertainers to keep their attention elsewhere. 


Above Dave and everyone else he'd ever worked with were the money guys; bankers, lawyers, and loan sharks. 
Without them, the bottom half of the pyramid would crumble. The objective was to keep the majority of the 
world's population as poor as possible, leaving them to fight over whatever they could get while alluding to the 
lives of the celebrities they saw on TV and in magazines. They would, of course, never reach those heady 
heights of stardom as that was only afforded to those who had been hand picked by those at the top, a 
thought that made Dave ill. 


The pyramid went upwards, through governments and royal families until it reached the capstone. Across the 
world, this capstone was either portrayed as levitating above the rest of the pyramid or having an eye at its 
heart. On the dollar bill, it did both. Taylor had explained that this represented them, the Nightwalkers, who 
watched over the planet and kept it in its permanent grip of money-fuelled fear. Originally, Earth's system 
would have crumbled without them. But, over the years, the Nightwalkers became greedy, demanding more and 
more from Earth's people before finally turning them into mindless drones. One day, sometime in the future, 
they would decide that the population's work was done and find a way to dispose of them. There would be no 
freedom and no escape. It was why Taylor had fought so hard to escape them and find someone who could aid 


him in getting the word out there. 


He'd been hand picked, a chosen one, selected for reasons only someone he couldn't see knew. While Dave 
thought he'd achieved his status through talent and hard work, it was becoming clear that he'd been groomed 
from his early years in bands. People he'd met along the way had helped shape him, offering advice and words 
of wisdom. But how much of that advice had been for his benefit? Or had it been given to him to help press 
forward the agenda of the faceless elite? 


Dave tried to push those thoughts to the back of his mind and instead focus on the coming days. In less than 
a week he would be standing on a stage at the Hollywood Bowl and delivering a speech like no other. The 
thought made him his stomach churn. While he was used to speaking in public - it was something his mentors 
had coached him on - he'd never spoken about the subjects that he now held in his soul. Dave knew that the 
potential for ridicule was high but the price that the world would pay if he didn't speak up was far greater. 


Dave's days were filled with legal pads and shaping the speech that he'd give. He'd painstakingly written it by 
hand, linking together all the information he had. He took photographs of the book and added his own 


translations. His only hope was that the world would listen and not take him for some raging madman. 


The necklace hung around his neck. It was, Dave had eventually realised, a mere trinket from his travels, a 
reminder that time and space had been halted in order for him to prove his point. This was no longer Taylor's 
mission but one that had been bestowed on Dave for personal as well as global reasons. It had become a 
mirror, reflecting back all the positives and negatives about his own personality. And he wanted the positives 
to outweigh the negatives. He'd dropped the drinking and cursing as well as the constant drive to be perfect. He 
let go of his desire to control others. Because of it, Dave felt himself become lighter. His inner voices 
quietened and allowed him to experience the perfect, silent world he was inhabiting. Dave was at peace with 
himself and whatever the future held. He could not force the future to happen in the way he wished it to, 


instead allowing the universe to let him drift towards his own destiny. 


He shunned the cabin in favour of sleeping in the house. Every evening, Taylor lay beside him and told Dave of 
the planet that had long been hidden from him. Straddling the many illuminated thought channels that criss- 
crossed the Earth, Dave watched as as nations rose and fell. Wars were fought and governments interjected in 


a false bid for peace. Yet the only thing their eyes were on were the precious natural resources that each 


war torn country held. The population was bleeding the planet dry while politicians carved it up in the name of 


democracy. 


With every passing moment, Dave felt his heart break a little more. The fragmented pieces would never fully 
heal, leaving him to carry the burdens of the planet for the rest of time. He knew that he deserved the pain 
as he'd played such a willing part in putting the planet, and its population, into the state it was currently in. 


Dave awoke on the day of his departure with a heavy heart. He would leave the peaceful safety of Taylor's 
home and return to the city that continued to crush his soul. The weight of the world would once more 


return to his shoulders. 


Standing in the garden, he took in the beautiful garden for the final time. To Dave's left was the grove of 
trees that held the portal to his cabin Flowers danced along the edge of the precipice and, beyond that, Los 
Angeles stretched away below him. The flowers seemed more vibrant and the grass smelled sweeter. The sun 
bathed him with its warmth and, for once, the city's perpetual smog seemed to have lifted. He was seeing the 
city in a whole new light. 


From the flowers, rose a kaleidoscope of butterflies. There were hundreds, perhaps thousands, of them, their 
multi-coloured wings rustling in the breeze. They swarmed around him, their colours breathtaking and 
intoxicating. Stretching out his hands, Dave felt their downy softness as they brushed against his fingers. The 
place he stood was one of magic, another dimension that shouldn't exist. Yet it did and he'd been blessed to 
spend so many days within its boundaries. 


With a deep breath, he tilted his head back and watched as the butterflies disappeared over the house. 


"It's time," Dave murmured to himself. 
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Los Angeles had once been a beacon to him, burning in the night and pulling him in like a moth. With promises 
of bottomless drinks and limitless sex, he had been unable to resist. As he'd grown older so they excitement of 
trawling Sunset had deadened. Sex had lost its lustre and the drinks no longer tasted like they did when he was 
young. When he'd met Jordyn, he'd withdrawn from the lifestyle of his youth in order to settle down. 


As he drove down from Taylor's an entirely new feeling settled over him. No longer was Los Angeles a city of 
dreams. Instead it was a chain around his throat, one that was tightening and choking him with every passing 


moment. 


Seeing his children was Dave's first port of call. The building no longer had a homely feeling. Instead it was a lie, 
just like the rest of his life. His marriage wasn't what he'd thought it was. His wife was being paid to be with 
him. At least the children were his and, for them, he had to remain strong. 


Dave took a deep breath as he pulled up in front of the large white building. Jordyn's car was on the drive and 
the sun blazed off the bright brickwork. Stepping from the car, he slowly made his way to the front door. 


The house felt like a tomb, cold, empty and devoid of life. The paintings that the children had hung on the 
fridge no longer held any meaning. They were painted for someone else, a man who he no longer was. Their 
laughter, as warm and loving as it was, sounded as though it came from another plane of being. Standing in the 
kitchen, Dave watched his girls splash around in the pool. They didn't know that the life they lived was a lie and 
they would never find out. They'd never asked to be born into this world and, for their sake, he would keep up 
the lie as long as he had to. 


The person his anger was aimed at was the blonde woman beside the pool. She'd lied to him, time and again. 
She'd asked for him to be put into treatment to prevent the truth from coming out. She'd accepted goodness 


knows how much in payments just to play a role. 


Dave was seething, the anger bubbling and boiling through him. Going out to the garden would mean the end of 
the facade. There was no way he could keep his temper down and hold back the thoughts that spiralled 
through his brain. He wanted to know why she'd done it. For the money? To watch over him? To make sure he 
lived out his "destiny"? To stop him looking for the truth? He'd probably never know. 


The girls didn't see him and that was just what Dave wanted. He turned and left as quietly as he'd arrived. 


The studio was his next stop and the ten minute drive felt so much longer. His mind was overtaken with 
thoughts and voices, all belonging to people other than himself. They demanded answers, pleaded for help, 
begged for mercy, cried for sanity, and sobbed for a better world. They belonged to people whose hurt and 
pain knew no boundaries and, while he couldn't help all of them, Dave felt comforted knowing that he wasn't 
alone. He'd come too far to turn back and everything he had - money, fame, security - could do nothing to 


help him. In a few days, he'd step off the edge of the proverbial cliff. 


Dave felt disconnected from himself, like his conscious had unplugged from his body and was floating a few 
feet ahead. He could barely concentrate on the road and he wondered if this was what a breakdown felt like. 
He'd never had one before, had never suffered from any kind of mental illness. Was Taylor all in his mind? Was 


everything he'd seen and heard merely a hallucination? A figment of his brain? 
Tightening his hands against the wheel, Dave let out a low moan. 
"No," he muttered. "No, it wasn't. Everything was real. It all happened. | have the proof. I'm not going insane." 


Yet he couldn't shake the thought, even as he pulled into the parking lot. Switching off the engine, he stared at 
the building before him. This was his. He'd built it. But, much like his house, it felt like another of the many lies 
that had been built around him. The people inside weren't his friends. They weren't his band. They were merely 
handlers with a role in making sure he didn't go off the rails. 


Much like his house, the studio felt devoid of life. The walls were lined with memorabilia of their life as a band 
Dave paused and looked at a particular photograph. Held in a heavy black frame, the image showed the band in 
their earliest incarnation There were four of them then, himself and three others. Since then, they'd expanded 
to add in another guitarist, a keys player and, while on tour, a percussionist. Once it had just been the four of 
them against the world. But now the band had become a monster, a machine that encompassed the lives of so 


many people, all of who had a role, it seemed, in keeping him away from his true calling. 


Reaching out, Dave ran a finger down the photo's cool, smooth glass. Had those around him known back then 
what they were coming in to? Had they been chosen for him and briefed on what their job would be? That 
they wouldn't just be playing in a band but that they would also have to make sure that their boss didn't do 
something stupid like look beyond the veil of reality? He assumed that everything had been mapped out from 
the moment he was born. He'd been chosen as someone who would keep the masses quiet and entertained. 
Those who bought his music would look no further than the ends of their noses. They wouldn't question or 
step out of line. They wouldn't upset the status quo. Like him, they would behave, born on to a planet that saw 
them just as a source of energy to fuel another agenda. None of them would break out of the little 
stereotype that he'd given them, a stereotype that had been foisted on to him so many years before. Dress in 
black Get tattoos. Listen fo "rock" music. Drink until you cant remember. Pretend to rebel But don't forget to go 
fo work and pay your bills. Be a good little citizen and, whatever you do, don't look up. 


His hand balled in to a fist and Dave let out a low snarl. Lies. It was all lies, dreamt up and spoon fed to them 
by a bunch of people that they couldn't see. Not that the people who listened to his music cared if such 
people existed They would laugh at such suggestions and go and get another beer. Just like he'd told them to. 


Drink up. Its good for you. Look, Im doing it and Im on stage. It must be cool if Im doing it! 
Tears stung his eyes and blurred his vision. Pulling away from the photograph, Dave rubbed his hand across 


his face before he made his way down to the control. He passed people in the corridor but they may as well 


have not existed for how much he cared about them. They were all part of his fictional life, actors paid to 


pretend to be his friend 


Just as Dave had been good on his word, everyone else had been true to theirs. The control room was filled 
with the band, their producer and his manager. Dave glanced at Todd before looking at the men sitting on the 


couch. 

"So?" he asked. 

A cardboard record sleeve was held out to him. Dave took it and raised an eyebrow. 
"Vinyl release, too? Good call." 


The cover was entirely black with their name emblazoned across the top. At the bottom was the single word 


title he'd chosen. 
Patience. 


Flipping it over, Dave read over the song titles. All of them had been buried within their archives, forgotten 
snippets and failed ideas. At least one song was nearly twenty years old. He was impressed that they'd chosen 
it. 


He gave them a confident smile. "Let's finish this, shall we?" 


For the next three days, Dave lived in the studio. He laid down his vocal and guitar tracks before having their 
producer mix them. While they were being prepared for the internet, he called around until he found a venue. 
The Palladium on Sunset Boulevard would host the band for a night, giving them a chance to premiére the EP. 
He had a ticketing company put the venue's four thousand tickets on sale and made sure that the media also 
had a space close to the stage. The concert - tiny by the band's usual standards - would be a chance to 
advertise his event at the Bowl. After that, it would be over and he could move on. 


What did he want to do once everything was said and done? He'd no doubt have to face the sceptics and 
naysayers. But once that was over, he could step out of his current life forever. Dave wondered if Taylor 
would entertain his presence again? The blonde man had certainly made it clear that Dave was always welcome 
at his house. 


Their parting had been bitter sweet and thinking about Taylor made Dave's heart ache. The pain on Taylor's 
face as Dave had hugged him goodbye was still burned in to his mind. Dave could still feel the blonde man's 


arms around his waist and his parting kiss still seared against Dave's cheek. 


With the EP finished and ready to go online, Dave drove his band like horses. They rehearsed for several days, 


going over every final detail of the five songs. Finally, the sun rose on the day of the show. It would be a 


short set with just the EP yet it would mark the moment that the tide of his life turned. No longer would he 
be bound by the rules of society. He would be a free man, able to pick and chose what he did next. And Dave 
chose truth and freedom from the bonds that had chained him. 


Butterflies swirled in his stomach and the sun beat down on his face as he watched everything they needed 


for the evening be loaded on to trailers. 


The venue may have been tiny compared to what they normally played but, in Dave's eyes, it was perfect. 
From the wings, he could see the floor before the stage filling up. Photographers jostled for space among the 
crowds of fans. Journalists had been penned off to one side, armed and ready to note down everything Dave 
said. And, out in the ether of the internet, their EP was already making waves. Over a million copies had been 
downloaded in the first twenty-four hours and orders for the vinyl pressing were outstripping expectation 
Something was happening in the universe, something that Dave couldn't explain. Turning his eyes to the lights 


that twinkled above the stage, he smiled softly and whispered a thank you to the man he'd left in the hills. 


Picking up his guitar, Dave plugged himself in and, for the final time, stepped out into the screaming, welcome 


embrace of LA's music scene. 


They played the five songs perfectly, the band barely catching their breath between each one. As the last 
notes of the final song died away, Dave grinned at the crowd. They shouted and chanted and clapped, demanding 
more. More music, more time, more blood. His grin remained in place as he gestured for them to become 


quiet. Like the ever obedient dog, they did. 


"Some of you know that, tomorrow night, I'm giving a speech up at the Hollywood Bowl," he began. "Tickets are 
free and | urge you to get online and get some. | want to see all of you there. You've all given so much to me 
and it's time for me to give back to you. Sure, you could say this EP is my gift to you but | want to give you 
more." Placing his hand over his heart, Dave stared at his scuffed shoes before returning his gaze to the 
audience. "| want to give you a part of my heart, something that you can take away and mull over. And, 


tomorrow night, | will. | promise." 


There was a spring in his step as they left the venue. Music had once more cast its spell over him and Dave 
could feel the excitement welling deep inside of him. It spiralled through him and made butterflies dance in his 
stomach. The night was young and it was theirs for the taking. They'd hit a bar or a restaurant and spend the 
rest of the darkened hours talking and laughing. For one last moment, he could be the old Dave. He could be the 
life and soul of the party. 


Traffic streamed along Sunset Boulevard and the neon lights above the Palladium burned through the black 
night. Fans and paparazzi stalked the pavement, screaming as Dave stepped out and made for the bus. Security 


swarmed around him but they didn't stop him from waving and smiling. 


One last time and then he could forget it all. 


One last time and then he would be no more. 


From the corner of his eye, Dave watched as two police cars pulled up and several officers got out. He 
stopped as they walked closer, his face breaking into a smile. Yet their expression didn't mirror his own and 
their eyes were darkened with steely determination 


One of them stopped before him and, as he spoke, Dave felt his heart fall. 


"David Eric Grohl, you are under arrest for the murders of Joshua Hartley, Christopher Moore, and 
Nathan Fell. You have the right to remain silent and anything you do say can be used against you in a court of 


law. 
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"| don't understand," Dave said. 


The interview room was stark white and the strip light above his head was blinding. One wall was dominated by 
mirrored glass. Dave sat at a metal table with his hands cuffed in his lap. A paper cup of cooling coffee safe 
before him. Other than the recorder on the table and the two officers sat across from him, the room was 


bare of any other ornaments. 


The two officers had introduced themselves as Smith and Clark. Both wore neatly pressed uniforms and 
identically bored expressions. Their only distinguishing features were Smith's blue eyes and Clark's brown hair. 
Dave suspected he'd be seeing a lot more of them and that, as time went on, their faces wouldn't be so blank. 


Smith leaned his elbows on the table and levelled his gaze at Dave. "The bodies were found in close proximity to 


your studio.” 
"I only know about the murders because of the news," Dave replied. "I didn't do it." 


The atmosphere of the room was unnerving, something Dave suspected was deliberately built in to the design. 
What better way to get a suspected murderer to confess? It was certainly working on him and he lifted his 
cuffed hands to wipe the straggly hair from his eyes. From the moment he'd been picked up outside the 
Palladium, Dave could hear the thoughts of every police officer he passed. All believed that he'd done it and all 
were excited at nailing a celebrity criminal, especially one for something as high profile as murder. Dave's 
breezy, sunny outlook on life would win him no favours nor friends within the realms of the LAPD, not even 


when it came out that he was innocent. 
"Your DNA was all over the bodies, Dave," Clark commented. 
"How?! You don't have a DNA record for me. I've never given a sample." 


The words had barely left his lips when a sick feeling rolled through Dave's stomach. Closing his eyes, he 


lowered his head as the memory returned. 
Several years previously there had been a violent rape in the hills surrounding his home. The place had gone 
from house to house and asked residents if they'd seen or heard anything. Part of the questioning had involved 


men giving DNA swabs. To prove his innocence, Dave had agreed. 


"I didn't do it," he softly repeated. "I'd never do that." 


The holding cell was as bare and as soulless as the interview room. Dave had silently handed over his belt and 


shoelaces before sitting on the edge of the concrete bed Above his head was a small, barred window that let 
in a sliver of streetlight. 


People suspected of murder were afforded a private cell. Instead of letting the mobs of the communal cells 


mete out their own justice, those with more severe convictions waited in solitude for the system to do its 


duty. 


The night was long, leaving Dave with a lot of time to mull things over. How had he become tangled in a triple 
murder? Where had the evidence come from? The pain of knowing his innocence gave way to pure, boiling rage 
at a system that presumed guilt over innocence. He roared as he pounded at the concrete walls, the skin on 
his knuckles quickly breaking. Blood grazed his hands yet he felt no pain. When someone rattled his cell door in a 
bid to silence him, Dave just spat at the locked metal slab. 


The rage remained even as exhaustion overwhelmed him. Lying on the hard bed, Dave stared at the ceiling. The 
white paintwork was flecked with the ghosts of past prisoners, the remains of their own outbursts barely 
visible against the glare of the light. He wondered who else had been locked up before him and what their 
crimes had been. Had any of them had their own innocence questioned or were they now residing within the 


state's prisons? 
Idly he scratched at his wrists, his guitar-hardened nails working at the fragile skin There was no pain to be 


felt, nor blood to be spilled His body felt dead and numb, the fight to even remain alive slowly draining from 
him. Trapped in a system that cared more for money than innocence, Dave felt his hope die. 


"What do you mean my bank accounts have been frozen?!" he demanded. "How the fuck am | supposed to 


afford a lawyer?" 

"The state will appoint you one, Dave," Clark said. 

It was a little after Ipm and, dressed in the county jail's black and white striped uniform, Dave found himself 
back in the previous night's stark white room. The two officers who'd originally questioned him sat on the 
opposite side of the table. Both looked far better than Dave, obviously having had a good night's sleep. 


Dave sighed and lowered his head. "You may as well toss me in the gas chamber now.’ 


Smith replied to him, "We don't use the chamber any more. Besides, California hasn't performed an execution in 


over ten years so, even if you do get the death penalty, chances are it won't happen for a very long time.” 


"Super." Dave felt listless and depressed. "You haven't even charged me and already we're talking about my 


impending death. Just what | wanted straight after breakfast." 


"Lunch, Dave. That was lunch." 


He slumped in the uncomfortable metal chair, his chin resting against his chest. The lip of the chair was biting 
into the back of his legs and Dave moved his right hand to rub the tender spot. Chains rattled around him, 
constantly pulling or pushing him in unnatural directions. Despite his notoriety, the authorities had still deemed 
him a risk and had decided that having him shackled was the best option whenever he was out of his cell. Dave 
couldn't help but see the similarities between his old life and his current one. His previous life had seen him 
chained to a persona that had been built for him. Now he was cuffed and chained whenever he left the twelve 


by nine cell. 
"Whatever it was, it was fuckin’ awful," he murmured. 
"Language," Clark prodded. 


Dave closed his eyes in an attempt to stop the searing white light from exaggerating the pain he was already 
feeling. "Sorry." 


‘Its okay. We've got something to show you," Smith said. 


Opening one eye, Dave peered through his ragged, greasy hair and watched as an iPad was pushed across to 
him. There was a window open and a video was paused. Smith tapped the screen and the image came to life. 
Without his glasses, Dave found he had trouble watching the grainy video. Pushing himself closer to the table, 
he bowed his head so that his nose was nearly pressed against the tablets smooth screen 


The video was footage from a security camera at a local Starbucks. Dave recognised the décor as the one 
near to the studio. He drove by it on a daily basis and often stopped to pick up a coffee. The camera was 
obviously in the lobby as he could make out a couple of tables and the glass panes of the front door. The sun 
blazed through the doors and lit the store's tiled floor. Numbers ticked over in the left hand corner of the 


screen, showing the date and time that the video was shot. 


From somewhere offscreen, someone approached the doors, causing them to open. Dave felt his eyes widen as 
he watched himself walk in, accompanied by another figure. The young man was probably no older than 
eighteen or nineteen and looked at Dave with an adoring smile, one that he returned before ruffling the boy's 


messy hair. Dave looked to the date and his heart skipped a beat. 
"That's not me," he said. 


"What do you mean its not you?" Clark asked. "That's definitely you. Facial recognition software confirms its 


you as do several of the employees." 


Dave looked up at the officers, his heart hammering. "| wasn't there on that date. | was elsewhere. | have an 


alibi." 


Smith raised a neatly trimmed eyebrow. "Really? You have an alibi?" 


"Yeah. A guy called Taylor. | can give you his address. Better yet, take me to him. He's a recluse so he's not 


going to answer the door to just anyone." 
The two men before him paused and looked at one another before their attention returned to Dave. 


"Okay," Smith said. "We'll take you." 


Compared to the outside world, the jail had been positively silent. The second they stepped from the building, 
Dave closed his eyes and groaned. Millions of voices called through the ether, their thoughts and prayers 
making their way straight in to his brain. Dave felt his knees give way and he leaned heavily against the jail's 


sun-warmed wall. 
"Okay?" he heard Clark ask. 
"Yeah. Yeah. Just need a minute." 


Taking a deep breath, Dave straightened up and opened his eyes. He blinked several times as his eyes adjusted 
to the sunlight. 


"Nice day," he murmured. 


"Yeah, beautiful," Smith flatly said. "Let's get in the car, Dave." 


Despite the city's perpetual gridlock, the men in the front of the car were silent. The radio wasn't on and 
neither of them spoke to him. Why would they? They were on the clock and getting paid to take the state's 
most high profile inmate for a joyride through the city. 


Yet Dave would hear every one of their thoughts and none of them were nice. Smith was having problems 
with his wife while Clark had debt that he couldn't repay. Both thought that Dave was guilty and were 
determined to prove it. Taking him to Taylor's house was just a way for them to put another nail in his coffin 
Dave knew that the officers suspected he was lying. He knew that they thought a little jaunt out to Griffith 
Park was just a way for Dave to buy himself more time. What they didn't realise was that he was fighting for 
his life. 


Dave rotated his aching shoulders. His wrists were still shackled as were his ankles. Wire mesh separated him 
from the officers in the front and the rear windows were tinted. At least he had the small mercy that no 


paparazzi would catch him in the act of being driven around by law enforcement. 


Camp Road was just as he remembered it with the fractured road and overhanging trees. The ground was 
brown with fallen leaves, soil and mulch and the memories of the storms that had once blocked it were long 
gone. Shadows from the trees flickered across the car and Dave hunkered down. He closed his eyes and let the 
memories wash over him. His mind went to the places that, in just twenty-four hours, had already faded. 
Taylor and the journeys they'd taken together blazed across the cinema screen of his eyes, as raw and as 
vivid as when they'd happened. Dave could smell the heat of Rome and hear the songs of distant planets. He 
could feel the breeze against his cheeks and the gentle rainfall against his fingers. Stretching out his hands, he 


touched silky leaves and fragile petals. He was home. 
"Dave. Dave, we're here." Clark's voice broke through Dave's thoughts and he opened his eyes. 


Dave felt sickness begin to boil in his stomach. On the left hand side of the road was the lightning-torn tree. 
Across from it stood the fire hydrant that had been directly beside Taylor's driveway. 


There was no sign of the magnificent building that had once stood on the plot of land Not even a shadow of 
the house remained in the ground. Even the garden that Dave had loved so much was gone, scrub and weeds 
being the only reminders that the land was a living, breathing being. 

"No," he murmured. Tears began to well in his eyes and his heart broke. "It was here. There was a house with 
a curved driveway and parking out front. There was a large tree, | remember that. And he garden out the 


back was beautiful." 


"Dave, the only house that was here was burned down in the fire of 2001," Smith said. "They levelled the 


remains a year later. No one's built on it since." 

Dave felt the remains of his heart go in to free-fall. There had been a house, he was sure of it. He'd visited 
so many times. Slept and eaten there. Sat in the garden and taken those mind-blowing journeys that, at the 
time, he'd either feared or taken for granted. 

He stared at the vacant lot. "I don't understand. There was a house here." 

"You take drugs?" Clark asked. 

Dave sighed and lifted his cuffed hands to press one against the car's window. "Not for a very long time." 


"Think it could be flashbacks from that?" 


| never took enough.’ From the corner of his eye, Dave could see the two men watching him in the rearview 


mirror. 


Smith spoke, "Why don't you tell us what happened here?" 


For a moment, Dave fell silent, his eyes searching the empty space before him. "I'm not sure," he softly 


replied. "I'm not sure the world's ready for that yet" 
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The two officers returned Dave to his cell. His shoes were once more taken from him and the 
shackles were removed. After a few, precious, moments of human contact, he was left alone with the four 


white walls and his mind. 


He wasn't crazy, nor was he psychotic. Dave knew what he'd seen and experienced. He'd travelled not just the 
known world but also the universe. He'd seen wonders and witnessed disasters. He'd watched, paralysed, as the 
world he knew was torn to pieces before him. He'd found those who were responsible and had started working 


on bringing them to justice. 


Yet it had all been for nothing and he'd been hung out to dry. No longer was he the man people looked up to. 


No longer was he the musician who commanded a stage before thousands of people. 


Sitting on the edge of the bed, Dave looked down at his hands. The callouses that used to cling to his fingers 
were long gone, having worn away through not playing guitar. His legs felt weaker, a side effect of not 
drumming and he suspected his voice was also dying. The only thing it would be used for now was trying to 


convince a judge and jury that he was innocent. 


But what the use if no one believed him? The evidence seemed to be stacking against him and Dave had no idea 
where had it come from. He suspected it had been faked, something that only those with money and power 
could achieve. Something that only those he was rallying against could do. 


Dave was tired of seeing the interview room. He was tired of seeing Smith and Clarke. He was tired of seeing 


nothing but white walls and eating nothing but bland food. 


His day started at around 5am when someone would nosily slide a tray through the door. It would skid to a 
stop somewhere in the middle of the room, its single peanut butter and jelly sandwich staring accusingly at 
him. The meal was completed with a paper cup of watery coffee and a withered orange. 


An hour later and two of the duty officers would come to collect him. Dave sullenly allowed them to shackle 
him. There was no use in fighting and he refused to resist them. Why would he bother making it worse for 
himself? If there was a tiny chance that he might be freed then he didn't want something like resisting an 


officer To come between himself and freedom. 


The officers always took him to the same room where they'd give him another cup of dishwater coffee 
before locking him. Dave had obviously earned some kind of trust among the jail's staff as they no longer 
cuffed him to the table, leaving him free to pace the room while he awaited the arrival of his interrogators. 
Once the two men had arrived, Dave did his best to settle and answer their questions. He gave them the 
truth, telling them everything he knew. Which was precisely nothing. 


Photographs and graphs that Dave didn't understand were scattered across the table. With his head in his 
hands, Dave stared at them, studying the images that showed him with each of the murdered prostitutes. All 
had been captured from CCTV footage. From what Dave could gather, he'd taken each of them to the 
Starbucks near the studio. Records at the studio showed that he'd been in the building on the days of the 
murders. Minute amounts of blood had been found in the control and, despite it being in his possession at all 
times, strands hair from the deceased were found in the trunk. Everything was pointing to him and Dave was 
questioning himself. Had he really killed those men? Had he blacked out at some point and somehow managed to 


get them to go with him? He played over every moment, desperately looking for patches of lost memories. 
Yet he could account for every day and every moment. 


He sighed and kept his eyes on the photographs, determined to etch the boys faces into his mind. “There's no 
hope, is there?" 


"There is hope," Clarke said. "Not a lot but there is hope. Unfortunately, Dave, we've run out of time to 


question you." 

Dave gave a single, slow nod. He didn't lift his head as he said, "| understand. Do it" 

"David Eric Grohl," Clarke began, "You are hereby formally charged with the murders of Joshua Hartley, 
Christopher Moore, and Nathan Fell. A date will be set for your trial and you will be duly notified of that date. 
Due to the severity of your crime and your status, no bail will be sought and you will be held here until that 


date. Do you have any questions?" 


Dave shook his head as he fought against the emotions that chilled his soul. "No," he murmured. "No questions. 


Thank you." 


Marcus Connelly was Dave's state appointed attorney, a young man who looked as though he'd barely learned 
to drive let alone graduated law school. He had short dark hair and soulful eyes to match. Dave wanted to hate 
him. Instead, he found himself drawn to the young attorney, his maternal instincts awakening as the man 


pushed pens and paper around the Formica table. 
"So, Mr Grohl." Marcus began. 

"Please, call me Dave." 

The young man gave him a flicker of a smile. "Dave." 


"Much better." He paused before adding, "How old are you, Marcus?" 


“Twenty seven" 

"When did you graduate." 

The young man uncapped a pen and picked up a yellow legal pad. "Two years ago." 

Dave smiled softly. "And they give you the bum jobs with no hope of winning, huh?" 

Marcus laughed and appeared to relax. "I wouldn't say that. There's always hope. Shall we begin?" 

They went over all of Dave's statements until his brain ached. Every word was analysed and every second was 
accounted for. There were vast spaces of time where Dave claimed to be with Taylor but, without the house 


or Taylor, it was mere rumour. 


Finally, Marcus put his pen down and looked Dave straight in the eye. "Is there anything else that will prove 
that you weren't at the crime scenes?" 


His brain hurt and all Dave wanted to do was sleep. Every part of his body was sore and his will was beaten 


down. But there was something. 


"There is something," he replied. "In the glove compartment of my car is a necklace. If it hasn't already been 


taken for evidence, have it tested" 
"What are we looking for?" 


Dave continued to look into the other man's eyes, noting the worry that swam through them. Dave's life may 
have been on the line but Marcus's career could also take a nose dive if they failed "The metal isn't from 


around here. Heck, | don't even think it's from Earth. If you can prove that it's not then it might help us." 
"How?" The attorney toyed with his cheap, plastic pen "How's it going to help." 


Pushing his empty paper cup across the table, Dave said, "Get me another one of these and I'll tell you 
everything. Whether you believe it or not is up to you." 


Marcus may have been young and inexperienced but he was a good man. Lying on the concrete bed, Dave 
looked at the small pile of notebooks, pens and reading material that had been left for him. The view from the 
barred window may not have been much but the one inside his mind never faded. With the pen poised over a 


crisp, blank page, Dave closed his eyes. 


A few days previously, he should have been standing on the stage at the Hollywood Bowl, delivering a message 
that would free humanity from its slavery. Now he had an even bigger platform. As an international celebrity, 


his trial would be televised around the world Every word that was said and every photograph that was taken 
would be on show for every person to see. Dave had wanted a big stage for his speech and the universe had 


delivered one straight to his feet. With a coy smile, he began to write. 


The hours stretched into days and the days became weeks. From his position on the bed, Dave could see the 
transit of the sun and moon as they edged between the neighbouring buildings. For several minutes each day 
and night, they were in his line of sight, their light feeding him the gentle hope that he needed. He may have 
been on a road that he never thought he'd walk but life went on. No one visited, not even his supposed wife. 
Yet he didn't expect her to. Dave suspected that he was right where they wanted him, silenced and locked 
away with only his life to worry about. Without him around, they could carve up the riches and forget about 
him. His job, to them, was done. He had kept the world placated long enough and, now that he knew too much, it 


was time for him to die. 


With his eyes focused on the slow transit of the moon, Dave tuned his mind to the world around him. He could 
hear the inmates next door. He could hear the ones down the corridor and the ones being brought in Voices 
from across the globe chattered to him, pleaded with him, begged him to make the world a better place. There 
were tears and anguish, heartbreak and agony. The world was splintering apart, torn to pieces by the unwritten 
rules that had been set down. Peasants remained peasants while their overlords reaped the rewards. No one 
was getting out alive, yet it seemed like some were determined to get out with more than others. Would a 


gilded coffin mean more than a cardboard one? 


Dave now knew that it was not the wealth that made a man but what lay in his heart. If he believed that all 
were equal then his life would have been of us. But if he believed that life was about the accumulation of 
wealth, then his existence would have been for nothing. And, like so many others, Dave dreamed of the day 


that he would see those who had tortured the world brought to justice. Yet it was a dream he doubted he 


would live to see played out. 


The interview room had three hundred and twelve tiles on the floor. They were slate grey and every other 
one had twenty white speckles on it. Dave had counted them numerous times and he did it again as he waited 
for Marcus to arrange the mountain of paperwork on the table. 

“There's good and bad news," Marcus finally said. 

He looked up, having reached one hundred and forty seven tiles. "Hit me with the bad first" 


"Your trial starts in three weeks on June 12th." 


Dave felt his heart plummet but he pressed on. "And the good?" 


Marcus smiled softly. "You were right about the necklace." He took a small baggy from his briefcase and placed 
it between them. The necklace was coiled inside, a vicious reminder of the previous weeks. The tiny globe, 
pyramid, and eye were all intact. "The metal can't be identified It's make up is like nothing that scientists have 


ever seen before. So they ran it through X-rays and an MRI. Do you know what they found?" 


Dave dumbly shook his head. Marcus pushed a small stack of printed images towards him. They were 
computer printouts from the MRI scanner. Dave could see the small globe's outline. At the heart of it was a 


blistering white light that appeared to pulse with each image. 
Dave took a sharp breath before asking, "What is that?" 
"You tell me" 

"| don't know," Dave said. "| just don't know." 


He couldn't tear his eyes from the blistering white ball that was hidden within the pendant. Taylor had told him 
that something may have been posted inside. Dave had expected it to be a scrap of paper or some form of 


currency that he could use to barter his way out of prison. He hadn't expected this. 
"Can | open it?" he asked. 
"Sorry. Its evidence." 


Dave stared at it for a moment longer before cupping his hands over the bag. Closing his eyes, he allowed his 
mind to drift. Energy rushed from the pendant and warmed the palms of his hands while images danced 
through his mind. He saw everything he had experienced with Taylor; the journeys, the discussions, the pain, 
the anguish, and, finally, the acceptance of his role in this life. Beneath his feet, he was sure that he could feel 
the dewy damp grass as he walked across the garden and into the trees. He could feel the sunlight on his skin 
and smell the freshly fallen rain. Before him was the curved bridge that lead to his place of solitude; his cabin 
in the trees. Amid it all, he could hear the voices that chattered and see the pain that the world was in. Each 
image and each sound was clearer and more coherent than the last. With a sharp gasp, he pulled his hands 


back. 
"What do you see, Dave?" Marcus asked. 


Keeping his eyes closed, Dave replied, "I see it all. | know what | need to do but | fear for the future. While | 


won't be here to see it, I'm going to do all | can to avert it" 
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Morning broke in the county jail and Dave slowly stirred as the florescent light above his head flickered to life. 
It's low hum filled the room, reminding him of the summers he'd spent up in the hills, watching insects dance 
among the plants and trees. He missed the sun and his skin had lost its sun-kissed glow, becoming pale beneath 


the bright, white light. 


The slot at the bottom of his door rattled and he lifted his head enough to watch a tray slide through. 
Breakfast consisted of nothing more than a dry peanut butter and jelly sandwich and a paper cup of lukewarm 
coffee. Pushing back the thin cotton blanket, Dave walked over to the door and collected the meagre offering. 
He hadn't a proper meal in weeks bar what those interviewing him bought in. Occasionally there would be a 
doughnut or a cup of Starbucks. Other days there would be word that his band or wife had put out a 
statement. For most people, having no access to a television or newspaper would drive them to the point of 
insanity. For Dave it was a break, his mind getting a rest despite his predicament. He didn't have to see what 
others were saying about him nor did he particularly care. Let them talk 


He lived in his head, replaying every moment that had brought him to this moment in his life. From his earliest 
musical memory to travelling through time, Dave scoured his memories for clues that would signpost the 
direction his life had taken. Over time, little things came to light, nuances and phrases people had said. He 
remembered songs he'd written and never recorded, subjects he'd wanted to touch on in interviews and had 
swiftly forgotten. Memories of corruption, war, and genocide fluttered through his mind, morphing into 
subjects and theories that he'd wanted to give a voice to and never had. His fascination with the paranormal 
lingered like dust falling in the sunlight. Yet they had always been there, flickering through his mind once or 
twice a day for the briefest of moments. 


With the coffee growing colder, Dave lay on the uncomfortable bed and closed his eyes. Beyond his eyes and 
mind was a world that, in just a few short days, he had almost forgotten about. It was a world that Taylor 


had painstakingly shown him, one that Dave could almost feel once more. 


Sliding deeper into his mind, Dave lost all sense of the prison cell that enclosed him. No longer did the four 
walls contain him and the putrid smell of his unwashed body faded to nothing. 


Opening his eyes, Dave found himself standing on the edge of Earth's atmosphere. Beneath him, rays of light 
criss-crossed the globe, carrying messages between minds. Settling himself on one of the ethereal highways, 
he watched as the world slowly spun beneath him. Satellites slid by, their signals beamed back to the citizens 
of Planet Earth. Signals that blocked so many from discovering the person that lay within themselves. Media, 
music, and the ever present hum of life were created to stop people from digging too deeply in to themselves. 
They were fascinated with the rich, the famous, and the powerful, leaving them blind to the most basic of 


questions. 


How did we get here? 


ls there more to us than just this planet? 

What will happen next? 

Why is there so much death and destruction? 

What can | do to help? 

They were questions that Dave had fleetingly asked himself in the times before he had met Taylor. Yet he had 
forgotten each and every one of them, instead allowing himself to get caught up in frenzy that was the life of 
an A-list celebrity. Everything he had ever wanted was suddenly his. He could have had anything and anyone. 
Yet the one thing his soul craved was impossible to reach. 

Until now. 

Night became day and day became night as the world turned beneath him. Cities flared to life in a spiderweb 
of lights before becoming dim once more. He saw the mountains, their peaks tickled with snow. The oceans 
were a serene shade of blue and, from his vantage point, Dave could make out swirls of white storms. 

He wanted to be truly free. To break off the shackles and expectations of life and to speak about whatever he 
wanted to whomever he pleased. His life was not his own any more. Rather it was a dictatorship controlled by 
managers, record labels, media, and fans. They told him, vocally and silently, what was expected of him. 

Be nice. 

Play easy-lstening music. 

Don't step out of line. 

Dont say anything "weird". 

Don't criticise anyone. 

Smile. 

That wasn't him and never had been. He wanted to be someone who spoke of hope and joy and, while Dave 
certainly had the freedom to do that, the subjects were confined to the music industry and little more. He 
couldn't speak of how the listening public should love one another. Or of how war was a pointless exercise that 
was just to bolster a country's flagging economy. Dave couldn't talk about what existed beyond their own 


world, beauty that he had now seen with his very eyes. 


Prison, he now realised, wasn't a punishment. Instead, being behind bars was a blessing in disguise. It would allow 


him to grow and evolve and, at some point, deliver the message that he had been given Not only would his 
trial be televised but his final walk to the chamber was many years away, giving him ample time to refine and 
deliver his message. Everyone would want to know what he had to say and Dave suspected that his voice 


would be much louder from Death Row than it would be on any stage. 


And if the darkness of his impending death took its toll, there was always his astral travel to remind him that 
there was more to life than his mortal body. 


Grohl.. 


Dave smiled at the spinning globe that lay beneath him. So perfect. So beautiful. The only thing wrong with his 


planet was humanity's stain upon its surface. 
GROHLI 


He could feel himself being pulled away as though his body was being drawn through a vacuum. With one final 


glance at the cobweb cities, Dave closed his eyes. 
"Grohl! It's getting up time!" 


The door rattled against its lock as someone pounded upon it. Dave groaned and rubbed the heels of his hands 
into his eyes. Swinging his feet over the of the bed, he stood and approached the grey, steel door. 


Brown eyes stared at him through the opened slit and Dave watched them twitch as the person on the other 


side spoke. 


"Good. You're awake. You've got a visitor." 


The visiting room was a cold, clinical room of white tiles and grey concrete. The bright overhead light gave him 
a migraine. Chains rattled at Dave's waist and the handcuffs snagged at his wrists. Sitting at the table, Dave 
allowed his eyes to adjust and focus on the figure across from him. His heart stilled as he took in the 
features of his bass player. 


"Nate," he said. "What are you doing here?" 


The other man merely looked at Dave, his expression never changing from the impassive one he wore. "Visiting 


you. But | can leave." 


Dave nodded and swallowed around the sudden lump in his throat. He flexed his fingers against the cuffs 


before trying to settle back a litle. 


"So," he began, "how's life?" 
"Life's good. Family are good." 


He nodded again, the conversation feeling stunted and stale. Both of them knew that the other knew what was 
going on and neither was going to confess to it. Glancing at the window, Dave noticed that he could just make 


out the branches of a nearby tree. Sunlight tickled the green leaves. 
"How are you?" Nate asked. 

"Alive. Although for how long, | don't know." 

"Did you do it?" 


Dave snapped his head back around to face the bass player. Nate's expression still hadn't changed and, in his 
mind, Dave could see the other man sitting around a table with the rest of the band. He could still hear their 
discussion about how to get him to stop his quest. Dave narrowed his eyes and pursed his lips. 


"Why'd you do what you did, Nate?" he asked. "You asked me if | murdered those poor boys yet why did you 


make a decision on my life?" 


For a split second, Nate looked stunned before laughter washed over his face. The sound echoed around the 


room and the bass player leaned back in his chair. 
"What the hell are you on about, Grohl? The cops drugging you, too? What decision do you think we all made?" 


Dave tried not to let his anger boil over. He balled his hands into fists, his fingernails scraping at his palm. "The 
one you guys made with Jordyn and our management to have me put away. You were scared, and rightly so. 
Most people are when they're faced with the truth. But rather than ask me for what was going on you 


decided to try and cover up the evidence." 


He watched Nate carefully, trying to gage the other man's reaction. Yet nothing changed and Nate's face had 
fallen back into the inexpressive, revealing nothing to Dave. Desperately, Dave tried to use the skills that Taylor 
had given him and find what the bass player was feeling. Again, he came up with nothing and he sat back. With 


his eyes downcast, Dave shook his hair over his face. 

"Forget it," he murmured. 

‘lm planning on it," Nate replied. "Along with this mess you've gotten yourself in to. I'm here to tell you that 
the band is being transferred away from you. Now that the EP is out, we're going to dissolve it and move on 


with our lives. Unfortunately we'll all forever be linked back to you and the crimes you committed. 


Not lifting his eyes, Dave nodded dumbly. He'd been hoping that Nate would be the rational one. That he'd 


dismiss the corrupt evidence and be able to see beyond it all. But it appeared that the bass player had become 
as twisted as everyone else and determined to hide the truth behind a layer of smoke and mirrors. 


"IIl always love you guys," Dave softly said. "l'm sorry that this has happened." 
"Wish | could say the same." 


Dave took a deep breath and tried to swallow around the lump in his throat. "Understandable that you can't. If 


you ever change your mind." 

"| won't." 

Peering from beneath his hair, Dave watched as Nate stood. 

"Good luck with your trial, Dave," Nate said. 

He remained silent as the door opened and closed. Resting his head on the chipped, plastic table, Dave took deep, 


laboured breaths as he fought his emotions back. Everything was gone and the one person he'd have trusted 


his life with had just walked out. 
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The day of his trial dawned with a beautiful sunrise. Standing on the bed, and with his face pressed to the tiny 
window, Dave watched as the sun began its transit across the city. Granted, he couldn't see much thanks in 
part to the buildings and trees but it was enough to remind of where he'd come from and what he would lose 


in the coming weeks. 


He gratefully took the shower that was offered to him before he stuffed himself in to the uncomfortable 
grey suit that his limited funds had managed to purchase. The collar of the shirt scratched him and the jacket 
was slightly too big. Dave rolled up the sleeves before carefully doing up his tie. Taking one last look at himself 
in the bathroom's tiny, plastic mirror, he held his hands out to receive the cuffs that he'd become so 


accustomed to. 


Sitting in the back of the unmarked police car, Dave watched as the city he knew so well slid by. Buildings he 
recognised came and went before the car paused at familiar intersections. The sun grew stronger by the 
minute and, with a smile on his lips, Dave closed his eyes and savoured the brief moment of warmth. 
Memories of his time of freedom with Taylor drifted through his mind. He remembered their journeys and all 
that he'd seen along the way. The long nights of lying in the other being's bed and talking about everything and 
nothing made him smile. Just as he had learned from Taylor, so Taylor had also learned from him. Dave's 
original purpose within the house - to build a studio for Taylor to capture his peoples memories - had been 


long forgotten during those evenings. 


The scene outside the courthouse was one of unbridled chaos. Barriers blocked the road and journalists were 
pressed up against the mail railings. Behind them stood crowds of people. Some waving placards in his support 
while others held up pieces of his former band's merchandise. From his seat in the car, Dave could see a few 


people openly crying. It was a sight that brought tears to his own eyes. 


Silence hung over the car as it made for the building's hidden rear entrance. Heavily armoured gates opened, 
allowing the vehicle to enter Lady Justice's inner sanctum. Dave shivered as the gates rolled closed behind 
them, his eyes turned to look up at the towering grey and glass building. Somewhere, deep within its belly, his 
life, and recent actions, would be heard and taken apart. Once all was said and done, his sentence would be 


handed down. 


Connelly had convinced him to plead Not Guilty and ensure that Dave had a trial. While the evidence against 
Dave was overwhelmingly against him, Connelly was sure that, somewhere along the line, they would hit a 


technicality. Dave's fame would, the attorney hoped, help to swing the trial in their favour. 


Another set of steel doors opened and the car descended in to the bowels of the building. The sunlight 
disappeared behind them and Dave felt his heart drop. All of a sudden, everything was getting extremely real. 


He was lead from the car and to an elevator. The two officers walked beside him, both with their hands 
wrapped around the chains that held Dave. Not that he was going to run. For better or worse, he had to face 


whatever was coming. But it didn't stop the sense of impending doom. Every footstep felt like lead and every 
heartbeat seemed to take an age. From the elevators, they walked along white tiled corridors. People passed 
them, none of them daring to look at the celebrity in their midst. When they eventually reached a heavy oak 
door, Dave let out an involuntary whine. As the door was opened, one of the officers placed a hand in the small 
of Dave's back and gently urged him forwards. The tiny act of kindness, the first he'd felt in months, was 


enough to reduce him to tears. 
‘Its okay, Grohl,” one of the officers murmured. "Take it easy, buddy. It's gonna be okay.’ 


The courtroom was like every other across the land, decked out in muted tones of cream and brown. Rows of 
seats faced the judge while the jury were sat to the left. Somewhere, down at the front, Dave knew there 
were two long tables. One for himself and one for those who wished to end his lie. The large room was packed 
with spectators and media. Dave could see a hundred cameras trained on him. His cheeks burned red and he 
lowered his head, trying to hide behind the few strands of hair that had escaped from his ponytail. Even 
though he hadn't seen any of the reports surrounding his arrest, Dave knew that, in their eyes, he was 
already guilty and the sooner he met his maker, the better. While fans has lined up outside to pay their 
respects to their fallen hero, those in the courtroom were ready hang him. Most, Dave felt, would pull the 


lever themselves. 


Connelly was waiting for him at the front of the large room and Dave gratefully dropped in to the chair beside 
him. Lifting his head, he gave the young attorney a weak smile. 


Connelly returned his smile. "Hey." 


"Hi" Dave sighed and shifted to try and make himself comfortable. He tried to lift his hands and looked to the 


officers. "Can you?" 


One of them stepped forward and unlocked the cuffs from his belly chain. With a sigh of relief, Dave lifted his 
cuffed hands on to the table before him. 


He smiled at the officers. "Thanks." 
The one who had spoken to him at the door nodded. "Welcome. Good luck, Grohl." 


The officer's tone was gentle and friendly, almost as though they wanted him to get off. Dave felt a wave of 
love flow from the older man and he lowered his head to close his eyes. Flickers of light danced behind his 
eyes and Dave drew in a slow, deep breath. Carefully he began to feel around himself, sensing the energy and 
emotion of those around him. There was anger, excitement, trepidation. Turning his attention towards the seven 
women and five men who made up the jury, Dave felt a different set of emotions. The men gave off 
predominantly darker feelings while the women were an entirely different story. While it pained him to do so, 


Dave suddenly knew how to play the people who could decide his fate. 


A voice rang out around the courtroom and Dave's eyes snapped open. "AIl rise!" 


Getting to his feet, Dave watched as the judge, an older, slightly portly gentleman, walked in and sat behind his 
desk. He nodded to the gathered audience before addressing Dave. 


"David Eric Grohl, you have been charged with the capital murders of Joshua Hartley, Christopher Moore, 
Nathan Fell. How do you plead?" 


Dave smiled as he looked the judge in the eye. "Guilty." 


